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POETICAL WORKS 


DR. EDW ARD YOUNG. 


Wrru THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 


Wuen Hhatier'd crimes of a licenttbus 2ge 

Keproach our ſilence, and demand our rage: 

When purchbas'd foilics, from exch diftant land, 

Like arts, improve in Britain's ſkilful hand ; 

Wheu the Law des her teeth, but dares not 

And douth-ſea treaſures arc not brought to light; 

When Churchmen Scripture for the Claſficks quit, 

Polite apoſtates frum God's grace to wit; 

When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 

And fly from bailifs iato.pariiament ; | 

When dying finners, to blot out their ſcore, 

Bequeath the Church the cexvings of 2 whore; 

To chafe our ſpicen, when themes tixe theſe increaſc, 

Shall panegyrick reign, and cenſure ceaſe '— 

Shall authors ſmile on ſuch Mtuftrious dave, - 
And ſatirize with nothing—dut their praiſe? SAT.T, 
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NIGHT-THOUGHTS 
ON LITE, DEATH, AND IMMOKTALITY. 
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ar“ many ane Fm and diving 
The Muſe has Rra d, and much of forrow ſeen. 
Over friends deceas- u full he-rtily me we; 
Of love divine the wonders ſhe difplay'd; 
Prov'd Man immortal; ke the fource of joy; 
The grand tribunal raid; aflign'd the bounds 
Of human grief. in few, to clute the whole, 
The moral Muſe hav hadow'd out » teich, 
Thy? not in form, nor uns Raphael firoke, 
Ot moſt our weakneſs needs believe or do, 
In this dur land of travail and , hope. 
Por peace on carth, or pruſpe d of the ies. NIGHT IS. 
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D. EDWARD YOUNG. 


Tuns is no remark more true, and none more 
trite, than that the lives of poers, of philoſophers, of 
men of ſtudy, indeed. in general. feldom furniſh ma- 
terial for the pen of Giography. by any means fo 
friking in themiclves, or io intereſting to the multi · 
tude of readers, as the lives of warrionrs, of ftatefs 
men, and ſuch other charaQer+ x* havr been eminently 
Ciltinywſhed in fcenes of publick activity and national 
enterpriſe. Of the fiterati. few ever mixed lefs, upon 
the whole, with what is terincd the world, than the 
te verend and truly immortal Anthor of the Night - 
Thoughts: a circumſtance in no ways to be regretted, 
however, when we reflect to what noble, to what 
godlike purpoſes he devoted all the ſolitary hours of 
life lengthened to a period far beyond what man is 
commonly deſtined to enjov. 

This illuſtrious faruurite of the Moſes, and orna- 
ment of rhe preſent century, was the fon of rhe Rev. 
Mr. Edward Young, a learned and pious divine of the 
Church of England, of whom there are flillextanttwe 
volumes of ſermons, which able judges have not ſcru- 
puled to pronounce among the mult valuable in our 
language. 

The year in which our Poet was born ſcems not to 
be pofitively ki own, bu: inall probability it muſt have 
been in or about the 16-9. Alike animated to excel 
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in virtue and to ſhine in literature, from the example 
and tuition of the beſt of fathers, he was, at an early 
age, marriculated into All- Soul College, in Oxford, 
where, in the view of following the Civil Law, he 
actually took a degree in that proſeſon. 
in 1704, whilſt in this fituation, be produced his 
celebrated poem on the Laft Day, which, as being 
the pious, as well as maſterly compoſition of a younz 
obſcure layman, became preſently a popular and ge- 
Soon after this he wrote the poem entitled, The 
Force of Religion : or, Vanquiſh'd Love; which was 
like wiſe received with very flattering marks of di- 
ſtinction To the noble family for whoſe amuſement 
it was originally intended. this poem proved a molt 
acceptable preſent; and indeed fuch was the ſucceſs 
of both theſe juvenile performances, at a period when 
the nobleſt effuſions of genius were daily iiſuing from 
the pre ſ when, in fact, the literature of England 
ſeemed to have reached the zenith of its glory, that 
feveral of the firſt characters in the kingdom not on- 
ly loaded him with applauſe, but actually courted 
Ever ſtrongly inclined to the Church, from the na- 
tural bias of a mind formed for contemplation, our 
Author went into orders, and foon aſter we find him 
in poſſeſſion of the Rectory of Wellwyn in Hertford- 
hire, worth about / per annum, and in the ho» 
nourable liſt of King's Chaplains. 


* 
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- 
* 


t OF DR. vonn. * 
Though ſtill careſſed by the great, and apparently 
in the full blaze of court favour, it was yet the fortane 
of Dr. young to obtain no higher clerical diſtinction. 
It muſt be allowed, indecd, that during that reign 
the arts of poetry, or of real eloquence, were but little 
promoted or encouraged from the throne : and in- 
deed our Author could expect no great honours or 
emoluments from a maſter who hated poetry, and 
ſtigmatized all poets with the odious appellation of 
buffoons. Nevertheleſs, this diſappointment he would 
not probably have experienced, had the Prince of 
Wales, by whom he was honoured with particular 
marks of regard, ſurvived a little longer, or at leaſt 
had he not been at fuch open variance with his royal 
father, and fo avowed an enemy to all the then fa- 
vourite meaſures of the court. With the demiſe of his 
in the church vaniſhed, and even the deſire of opulence 
ſeemed to forſake him; for in his Night- Thoughts, 
mentioning himſelf, he obſer des that there was 


one in Britain born, with churtiers bred, 
Why thuught cven WEallL mit Cum & day too late. 


Notwithſtanding, upon the death of Dr. Hales, he 
was taken into the fervice of the Princeſs Dowager 
of Wales, and ſucceeded as her Privy Chaplain. 

At an advanced period of life he married the Lady 
Elifabeth Lee, daughter of the late Earl of Litch- 
field, and the widowed mother of two amiable chil- 
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dren, a ſon and a daughter, who both died young, ar d 
within a ſhort time of each other. I his melancholy 
interruption to his domeſtick happineſs was :.lmott 
immediately tollowed by rhe desth of his wife, an 
aggravation of his forrow» which. in the poem quo- 
ted above, he thus bitterly bewails in an apoſtrophe 
to Death, one of the moſt animated of the kind per · 
haps in our langnzge. 
Infatiare Archer! eovit not owe ff Fee! 


Thy ſhaft flew tur, and tare my peace wan Nath, 
Akad thrice, eve rice yoo Kyi reed her hun, 


Oi all our Author's poeticai performances the 92 
tires, entitled Love of lame, | he Univerſal Paſſion, 
have been generally conſi ier cd as the moit correct and 
fiſhed, though written at an early period of iife. By 
certain ſaſtidious criticks the y have been ſtigmatized 
20 2 mere ſtring of epigrams, which, however diver- 
fified, have ſtill the fame object in view. and, confe» 
quencly, cannot ail to tire the rt ader before he has 
got through one half of them. We are, however, of 
opinion, that if ſmplicity of ſubjt &, elegance of ſtyle, 
and brilliancy of wit, be the grand 4-44 ate in ſuch 
compoſitions, the Satires of Dr. Young enſure ap- 
plauſe; and that when even the great Dean Swift 
farcaſlically obſer ved of them, ** that the Voet ſhould 
* have been either more angry or more merry,“ he 
rather charaQt-rizcd his own diſpoſition than the in- 
trinſick merit of the poems, Which, 35 the Author ob- 
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ſerves in the preface, have been favourably recei- 
ved at home and abroad. 

In 1719 our Author made his firft appearance in 
the train of Melpoment; and though Butiris, nis firſt 
effort in the line of tragedy, afforded but little plea» 
ſure in the repreſentation, and is indeed frequently 
tinctured with the falſe ſubhme, yet, coolly examined 
in the cloſet, a reader of taſte vll diſcover in it a 
number of admirable lines ut elevated ſentiments. 

His next, and confeſſedly the beſt of his tragick 
compoſitians, (ſince it ſtill continues a ſtock play at 
the theatres) was the Revenge. For the ldea of this 
play, which appears from the Annals of the Drama 
to have been acted in the ſame year with Buſwis, our 
Poet is evidently indebted partly to the Othello of 
Shakeſpeare, and partly to the Abdalazar of Mrs. 
Behn; on both which pieces he has indeed made ma- 
ny ſkilful improvements. But the writer of Dr. 
Young's life, prefixed to the fifth volume of his 
works, London edit. 1773, probably goes too great 
2 length when he ſays, ** We may aſſign this piece, 
with great juſtice, a place in the firſt rank of our 
* dramatick writings; and were we to point out to 
< foreigners a tragedy as a proof of Engliſh genius, 
after two or three others, perhaps this might be 
< conſidered as a proper ſpecimen.” 

— . —— omart wins Mo 
leaſt perfect tragedy, was The Brothers, a play writ- 
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ten upon the plan of a French piece of great merit; 
and though it brouyht bur little addition to his fame 
as a Poet, did yet reſle& much additional luſtre on 
His character as 2 Man, the emoluments arifing from 
ite exhibition having been generouſly allotted by the 
Author to the purpoſes of publick charity. 

Having followed Dr. Young through his drama- 
tick career, let us now conſider him s the moral ard 
plaintive, the pious but gloemy, Anthor of he 
Night- Thoughts; a work conipoſe d ia a ſtile ſo itrict- 
by peculiar to himfe!{, that of the many cfforts which 
have been made to imitate it, none have proved in 
any degrer ſucceſ-fal Than the Night-Thoughtsne- 
ver wa any poem recrived with applauſe more gene- 
ral or unbounded. Vhe unhappy bard, whoſe grief 
ia melting aumbers flows, and melancholy joys dif- 
* fuſe around,” has been ſung by the profane as well 
as the pious. Iheſe, as already obſerved, were writ- 
ten under the recent, the overwhelming preffure cf 
forrow for the death of lis wife, and of his daughtit 
and fon in law; the former of whom, though diſti · 
guiſhed by no name, he often pathetically alludes to, 
whilerhe two latter he beautifnily characterizes unde 7 
the poetical apgcilatiogs of Narcitſa and Philander. 


This fublime performance i: addreſſed to l orenæ o. 


an-infdel man of pltaſure and difftpation; in a word. 
® mere man of the world. By Lorenzo, if genera: 
report ſays true, we are to underitand his own fon, 
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who, borne away by the paſſions tov often fatal to 
youth, is well known to have long laboured underthe 
hcavy puniſhment of a father's juſt diſpleaſure. What- 
ever theremay be in this, (and indeed it is ol liatla mo- 
ment to the publick ) every page ofthe poem abounds 
with the nobleſt flights of fancy—— flights which, e- 
ſpecially in his deſcription of Death, in thea@ of no- 
ting down, from kis ſecret ſtand, the exerciſes of a 
Bacchanalian fociety ; in his epitaph on the departed 
World; ia the iſſuing of 3atan from his dungeon on 
che day of jndgment, and a few others, might tempt 
z reader of warm imagination to ſuppoſe the poet un- 
der the immedrate inſpiration of the Divinity. 

Uniformly a friend to virtue, and an indefatigable 
afi-rtor of the dignity of human nature againſt all the 
cavils, not of the rude multitude only, but of many 
well-diſpoſed. tho' miſtaken and difcontented mora- 
liſts in 1745 4, under the patronage of Queen Caroline, 
our Author publiſhed his eſtimate of Human Life; a 
valuable tract, which, while it eahibits a ftriking pic- 
rare of the writer's pions benevolence and charity, 
evinces him to have been alike qualifed to ſhine in 
prole and verie — Of this pic ce, according to his on 
*ccount of it the grand fcope is to remove a preva- 
ent opinion, highly reflective on Providence, That 
this world is, in it: own nature, (in other words, by 
'* God's appointment) a world of miſery; and chat 
to de in it is to be wret:zhee unavoidably. 
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la che Centaur not Fabulous, another of his proſe 
pieces, our Author combars, with argumentsthe moſt 
perſuaſive, clothed in language the moſt powerful, 
not only the prevailing vices of his own times, but 
the vices which, in the nature of things, always will 
prevail, tilt Senſuality ſhall have loſt her ſway, and 
Vietue and Reaſon ſhall have eſtabliſhed their empire 
in the human breaſt. 

V hen turned of cighty, our Author publiſhed (in 
the form of a letter addreficd to his friend, the cele- 
bratededitor af Sir CharlesGrandifon )hisConjectures 
en original Cumpoulicwn; a performance which (it is 
more than conjecture to add) will for ever remain a 
fingular monument, that even at that age of general 
mabecillity and dotage, the intellectual powersof Dr. 


Young had apparently loſt nothing of their wonted 


vigour. When we conſider it as the work of a 
man turued of cighty, (fays the writer of Young's 
life, Biographical Dictionary, vol. rzrh,) we are 
* not to be ſurpriſed fo much that it has faults, as 
do it ſhould come to have beauties. It is indeed 
« ſtrange that the load of fourſcore years was not 
able to keep down that vigorous fancy, which here 
burſts the bounds of judgment, and breaks the fla- 
< viſh ſhackles of age and experience. 

But, alas! the publication of this piece proved to 


be little more than as the ſudden blaze of a taper rea- 


dy to expire in its focket ; aud happy had it been for 
2 
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the pactical fame of its Author, had his ſubſequert 
eondemned to the flames. In juitice to that fame, 
however, it is proper te obſcrve that this poem would 
of a few miſtaken friends, who, having read it with 
pleaſure in manuſcript, thought no injury could 3 
erue to the Author, by cland-ttncly publiſhing ſure 
ery imperſect extract from it ia the papers. 

But this failure in old age could no way diminiſh 
the fame he had been earning Þy a life of more than 
fExty yrarvof excell-nce. 4s a Poet, he was ſtill con 
ſidered a» the onlv Palladium of ancient genius we ha 
left; and, as » Chriſtian, one of the fineſt enamples 
of prime val piety. Oi a turn of mind naturaily grave, 
tho' untin Tured with moroſeneſs. our Author, when 
at home in the country, commonly paſſed a confider- 
able portion of the day in wa king among the toml.'y 
in his own churchyard. in his converiation, his wr. 
tings, and even in his horticular improvements, ther = 
was generally ſome reference. more or lefs latent, to 
the future life of man . Of the latter circumſtance he 

* The altar · piece in the church of Wellwyn is the mo't - 
fious in this or any other kingdem, being adorned with en 
eiegant piece of needle work wrouht by the Doctor; wife. 
In the m dule is inſcribed. in capital letters, the following ſen- 
tence. 7 1m the bread of life. On tie th fide of the chancel 
is the fo'l. wing inſcription, ſ:ppoſed to be placed there by the 
order of Dr. Young, /"rg# 194; © Increaſe in ftature and in 


* wifton.” and on the tout! fide, Derive, and in favour 
* with God and Vas” 
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gave a ſtriking proof, in an alcove with a bench, a 
little way from his houſe, fo painted, that ata diſtance 
it paſſed, with an unſuſpecting gazer, for a real one. 
On advancing more cloſely to it the illuſion was per- 
ceived, and, as a motto, appeared the words, /nvi/i- 
bilia non decipinnt; ** The thingsunſeen deceive us not. 
Yet, fo far was he from gloomineſs of temper, he was 
fond of innocent ſports and amuſements; and not 
only inſtituted an aſſembly and bowling-green in the 
pariſh of which he was Rector, but frequently pro- 


moted the gayety of the company in perſon. 
Endowed with an uncommon wit, never was that 


wit more ſucceſsfully pointed than againſt thoſe who 
teſtified any contempt for decency or religion. His 
extempore epigram on M. de Voltaire, ho happened, 
in our Author's preſence, to throw out afew idle ſneers 
at Milton, and the allegorical perſonages of Sin and 
Death, is well known. Young thus addreſſed him; 


Thon art fo witty, proflignte. and thin ; 
You ſcem a Milton, with his Death and in. 


- Of his ſenſibility we may likewiſe judge from an 
anecdote recorded of him in his clerical capacity. 
One Sunday, when preaching officially at St. James's, 


ſin ling every effort to command the attention of his 


polite auditory inctfectual, pity for their infatuation 

got the better of decorum, and, ſeating himſelt back 

in the pulpir, he burſt into a flood of tears. 
Lowards che cloſe of his life, ſenſible of his Cill- in- 
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ereaſing infirmĩties, he ſuffered himſelf to be in a kind 
of pupilage; for he conſidered that at a certain time 


of life the ſecond childhood of age demanded its 


wonted protection. His ſon, whoſe juvenile follies 
were long obnoxious to parental ſeverity, was at laſt 
forgiven, and, a few legacics excepted, tucceeded, by 
will, to the whole of his father's fortune. Thisgreat 
and good man, (haviny previouſly ordered all his pa- 
per> to be burned) after having performed all that 
man could do to fill his poſt with diguity, regretted 
by all, full of years, and loaded with honours, breath- 
ed his laſt on the th of April 876g. 

Thoſe whoknovw how much our Author compriſed 
in a ſmall compaſs, and who recollc& that he never 
employed his per but on ſubjects of importance, with 
ſuch the irreparable loſs of his manuicripts will be 
ever regretted; more eſpecially when it is conlider- 
ed that he was the particular friend of Addiſon, 


whom he occaſionally aſſiſted in the Spectatur, and, 


excepring the late Dr. Pearce, Biſhop of Rocheſter, 
was the only ſurviving genius of that incomparable 
group of authors who rendered the reign of Queen 
Anne illuſtrious in the annals of literature. 


VEFR5ES TO THE AUTHOR. 


Now let the Atheiſt tremble. thou alone 
Canſt bid bis conſcious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom ſhalt thou not reform ? O thou haſt ſeen 
How Gd deſcends to judve the fouls of men. 
Thou heard'ſt the ſentence how the guilty mourn, 3 
Pris'n out from God, and never to return. 

Yet more, beho!d ten thouſand thunders fall, 
And ſudden vengeance wrap the flaring ball. 
When Nature funk, when cv'ry bolt was hurl'd, 
Thou faw'ſ the boundleſs ruins of the world. 10 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain, 

And ſulpbar fell on the devoted plain, | 
The Patriarch thus the fiery tern peſt paſt. 
With pious hotrour view d the deſert waſte ; 
The reſtleſs fmoke ſtill wav'd its curls around, 17 
Fer ever riſing from the glowing ground. 

Bur tell me, oh! what heav'aly pleaſure, tell, 
Tothink fo greatly, and defcribe fo well! 

How waſt thou plens'd the wondrous theme to try, 
And fine the thought of man could rife ſo high ? 20 
Beyand this world the labour to purſue, 

And open all eternity to view? 

But thou are beſt delighted to rehearſe 
Fieav'n's holy diRates in exalted vc tſe. 
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O thou haſt pow'r the harden d heart to warm, 25 
To grieve, to raife, to terrify, to charn.; 
To fix the foul on God ; to teach the mind 


To know the dignity of humankind ; 
By ſtricter rules well-govern'd life to ſcan, 
— ates 30 
Magd. Col. T. W RTO. 
Oxun. 


TO 4 LADY, WITH THE LAST DAY. 
MADAM, 


Ha: facred truths, in lofty numbers told, 
The proſpect of a future ſtate unfold ; 
The realms of aight to mortal view diſplay, 
And the glad regions of eternal day. 
This daring author ſcorns, by vulgar ways 8 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthlefs praiſe. 
Full of her glorious theme, his tow'ring Muſc, 
With gen'rous zeal, a nobler fame purſues : 
Religion's cauſe her raviſh'd heart inſpires, 
And with a thouland bright ideas fires; 2 0 
Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing eye, 
O'er the ſtrait limits of mortality 
To boundlefs orbs, and bids her fearleſs foar, 
Where only Milton gain'd renown before; 
Vſkere various ſcenes alternately excite Is 
Amazcment, pity, terrour, and delight. 

B ii 


Thus did the Muſes fing in early times, 
Fre {kill d to flatter vice, and varniſh crimes; 
Their lyres were tun d © virtuuus ſongs alone, 
And the chaſte poet and the prit ſt wece one: 23 
But now, forgetful of their infanc ſtate, 
They ſooth the wanton pleaſures of tne great; 
And from the preſs, and the lice tiuu fave, 
With lufcious poiſon taint the thougł tles age: 
Deceitful charms attract our wond"ring cyew, 8 24 
And fpeciou: ruia unfuſp: &cd lies, 
go rhe rich foil of India's bon ing ores, 
Adorn'sd with laviſh Nature's choiceſt flores, 

Where ſerpents lurk, by flow 'rs cancer d from fight, 
Tides fatal danger under gay delight. 30 
Theſe purer thoughts from groſs alloys reſin d. 

With heav'nly raptures elevate the mind: 

Not fram'd to ruſe a giddy, ſhort-liv's joy, 

Whoſe falſe allurements. while they pleaſe, defirov; 
Put bliſs reſe mbling that of ſaints above, 35 
Sprung from the viſion of th* almighty Love: 
Firm, ſolid bliſs, for ever great and new, 

The more tt is known, the more admir d, like you; 
Like you, fair Nymph! in whom united meet 
Endearing ſweetnefs, unaſſe & ed wit, 40 
And all the glories of your ſparkling race, 

While inward victues heighten ev'ry grace. 

y theſe ſecur d, you will with pleaſure read 

Ot future judgment, and the rifing dead. 


Oftime's grand period, hero n andeartho'erthrown; 
And gaſping Nature's lait tremendous groan. 46 
Theſe, when the ftars and ſun ſhall by no more, 
Shall beauty to your rait d form reſtore : 

Then ſhall you ſhine with an immortal ray, 
Improv'd by death, and brighten'sd by decay. 30 
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TO THE AUTHOR, 


Or. his Laff Day, end Univerſal Paſſion. 
Aus mut ir be as thou haſt ſung, 
Geleftial Bard feraphick Young ! 
Will there no trace. no point be found 
Of all this ſpacious glorious round? 
Yon' lamps of light mutt the y decay? $ 
On Nature's ſelf Deſtruction prey? 
Then fame, the moſt immortal thing 
Ev'n thou cinft hope, is on the wing. 
Shall Newton's ſy tem be admir d 
When time and niotion are expir'd ? 10 
Shall fouls be curious to explore 
Who rul'd an orb that is no more? 
Or ſhall they quote the pictur d age, 
From Pope's and thy correEive page, 
When vice and virtue loſe their name 15 
In deathleſs joy or endleſs ſhame? 


While wears away the grand machine, 24 
The works of genius ſhall be ſeen: 1 
Beyond, what laurels can there be 
For Homer, Horace, Pope, or thee ? 20 AM. 


Thro' life we chaſe, with fond purſuit, 
What mocks our hope, like Sodom's fruit; 
And, fure, thy plan was well defign'd 
To cure this madneſs of the mind; 
Firſt beyond time our thoughts to raiſe, 25 
Then laſh our love of tranſient praiſe; 

In both we own thy doctrine juſt, 

And fame e a breath, and men are duſt. 23 
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THECOMPLAINT. 
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PREFACE. 


AS the occaſin of this Poem 225 rev, nt fit, fo the 
. in it was ratber impaſed, by what pon» 
tn aroſe in the Author mind on that 
t on mHitated or dofigned; which will appear very 
fr bub: from the nature of it; for it differs from the 
cmmon mode of paetry, which is, from long narrations 
tz draw fort noarals: Bere, on the contrary, the nr 
retive i bert, and the morality ariſing from it make 
the kuli of the Poem. The reaſon of it us, that the faite 
mentioned dil naturally pour theſe moral rA mn 


the th. ol t of the 2priter. 


W= — — ——————— 
NIGHTL 
ON LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 
Humbly inſcribed to the 
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Tiz's Nature's ſweet reftorer, balmy Sleep! 

Hz, like the world, his ready viſit pays 

Where forture ſmiles; the wretched he forſakes : 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from wo, | 
Aud lights on lids anſully d with 8 tear. Li 
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From ſhort (as uſual) and diſturb d repoſe 
I wake: how happy they who wake no more! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams inſeſt the grave. 
I] wake, emerging from a ſea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd deſponding thought 
From wave to wave of fancy'd miſery 11 
At random drove, her helm of reaſon loſt. 
Tho now reſtor d, t is only change of pain, 
(A bitter change !) ſcverer for ſevere: + 
The day too ſhort for my diſtreſs; and night, 13 
Een in the zcnich of her dark domain, 
E ſunſhine to the colour of my fate. 
_ Night, fable goddeſs! from her ebon throne, 


20 
Silence how dead! and darknef- how profound 
Nor eye nor liffning ear an object finds; 
Creation fleeps. "Tis as the gen ral pulſe 
Of life ſtood ſtill, and nature made a pauſe ; 
An awful pauic ! prophetick of her end. 25 


And let her prophecy be foon fulftil'd : 
| Fate! drop the curtain; | can loſe no more. 
Silence and darkneſs ! folemn filters twins 
From ancient Night, who nurſe the tender thought 
To reaſon, and on reaſon build reſolve, 30 
(That column of true majeſty in man) 
Aſſiſt me : I will thank you in the grave; 
The grave your kingdom: there this frame ſhall fall 
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NIGHT THE FIRST, 
A victim facred to your dreary ſhrine. 
But what are ye? 

Thou, who didft put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning ſtars, 
Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball 
O Thou! whoſe word from folid darkneſs ſtruck 
That ſpark, the ſun, ſtrike wiſdom from my foul ;40 
My ſoul, which flies to thee, her truſt, her treaſure, 
As mifers to their gold, while others reſt. 

Thro' this opaque of nature and of ſoul, 
This double night tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind, 4s 
(A mind that fain would wander from its wo) 
Lead it thro* various ſcenes of life and death, 
And from each ſcene the nobleſt truths inſpire. 
Nor leſs inſpire my conduct than my ſong; 
Teach my beſt reaſon reaſon ; my beſt will 50 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm reſol ve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour d in vain. - 

The bell ſtrikes one. We take no note of time 55 
But from its loſs: to give it then a tongue 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke 
feel the ſolemn ſound. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours. 
Where are they? With the years beyond the flood. 60 
It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch ; 
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How muck is to be done? My hopes and fears 
Seart up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down—on what ? A fathomleſs abyis. 
A dread eternity! how ſurely minc 63 
And can eternity be long to we, 
Poor penſioner on the bounti-s of an hour 

How poor, how rich, how abje&t, how augeS$, 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man! 
How paſſing wonder He who made him fuch! 70 
Who center d in our make ſuch firaoge extreme? 
From diſf rent natures mar vellouſly mix d. 
Connexion exquiſite of diſtant worlds! 
Diſtinguiſh'd link in being's endete chain 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 74 
A bean ethereal, fully'd and adforpt ! 
Tho' fully'd and diſhonout d. ſtill divine! 
Dim miniature of greatneſs abſolute ! 
An heir of glory! a frail child of duft! 
Flelplicfs immortal! inſ-& infinite do 
A worm! a god! I tremble at myſelf, 
And in myſelf am loft. At home a flranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, ſurpris d. aghaſt, 
And wond'ring at her own. How reaſon recs? 
0 what a miracle to man is man 93 
Triumphantly diſtreſs'd! what joy ! what dread! 
Alreruately tranſported and alarm'd! 
What can preſerve my life l or what deſtroy! 
An angels arm cann't ſnatch me from the grave: 


: 
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L-gions of angels cann't confine me there. 98 
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ris paſt conpeRure.; all things riſe in proof. 
While oer my limbs >i-rp's fott dominion ſpread. 
What tho my foul fantaſtick meaſures trod 
O'er fairy held, or muurn'd along the gloom 
Of pathleſs wands. or down the craggy ſtet p 9 
Hurl'd head!ang, ſwam with pain the mantled poo!, 
Or fcal'd the chf. or danc d on hollow winds 
With aptick ſhapes, wild natives of the brain ! 
Her cratcicts flight. tho' dt vious, fpeaks her nature 
Of ſuhel- r efience than the trodden clod; 10 
Active, a*rial, row'ring uncontin'd, 
Unfetter*d with her groſs companion's fall. 
T v'n filept night prociaims my foul immortal 
Ev'n ſilent night proclaims eternal day. 
For human wral Hexv'n huſbands all events: ro; 
Dull ſleep inttructs, nor (port vain dreams in vain. 
Why then their lof- dolore that are not loſt ? 
Why wanders wretched f hought their tombs around 
In infidel diftrefs? Are angels there ? 
Siumbers, rak'd up in dutt, ethereal fire ? 170 
They live ! they greatly live a life on earth 
Uakindled, nnconcciv'd.. and from an eye 
Of tenderneſs let heav'niy pity fall 
On me, more juſtly number d with the dead. 
This is the defert, this the folitude : 115 
How yopulaus, how vital is the grave 
This is Creation's me lancholy vault, 
The vale funerral, the fad cypreſs * 
Fiume J. 


The land of apparitions, empty ſhades ! 

All, all on earth is ſhadow, all beyond 120 

I« ſubſtance; the reverſe is Folly's creed. 

How ſolid all, where change ſhall be no more? 
This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 

The twilight of our day, the veſtibule. 

Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and Death, 125 

Strong Death. alone can heave the maſſy bar, 

This groſs impediment of clay remove, 

And make us, embryos of «<xiſtence, free. 

From real life but little more remote 

F> he, not yet a candidate for light, 230 

he future embryo, flumb'rivg in his fire. 

7 mbryos we muſt be till we burſt the ſhell, 

Yon' ambient azure ſhell, and fpring to life, 

The life of gods, O tranſport! and of man. | 
Yet man, fool man! here buries allhisthoughts, 133 

Inters celeſtial hopes without one ſigh. 

Pris'ner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 

Here pinions all his wiſhes; wing'd by Heav'n 

To fly at infinite, and reach it there, 

Where frraphs gather immortality, 140 

On Life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of God, 

What golden joys ambruſial cluſt'ring glow 

hu his full beam, and ripen for the juſt, 

Where momentary ages are no more ! 

Where lime, and Pain. and Chance, andDeathexpire! 

And tt it in the flight of chi etc ſcore years 140 
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To puſh eternity from human thought, 
And ſmother ſouls immortal in the duſt ? 
A foul immortal, ſpending all her fires, 
Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idlenefs, 150 
Thrown into tumult, raptur d or alarm d, 
At aught this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 
Reſembles occan into tempeſt wrought, 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 
Where falls this c<nfure ? It o'crwhelms myſelf. x5 5 
How was my heart incruſted by the world! 
O how ſclt-fetter'd was my grov'lling ſoul 
How, like a worm, was | wrapt round and round 
In filken thought, which reptile Fancy tpun, 
Till darken'd reafon lay quite clouded o'er, 160 
With ſoft conceit of endleſs comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ikies! 
Night- viſions may befriend (as ſung above: 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How | dream'd, 
Of things impoſſible ! (could fleep do more?) 165 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ! 
Of table pleaſures on the toſſing wave! 
Eternal ſunſhine in the ſtorms of life 
With gorgeous tapeſtries of piftur'd joys! 270 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpective 
Till at Deatk's toll, whoſc reſtleſs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Stactingl woke, and found myſelf undone. 

Cij 


Where now my frenzy's pompous furniture? 174 
The cobwebd'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Ot mould ring mud, is royalty to me ! 
The ſpider's moſt attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly blifs: it breaks at ev'ry breeze. 190 

ye bleſt feenes of permanent delight 
Fall above mealure ! laſting beyond bound! 
A perpetuity of bliſs is blils. 
Could you, fo rich in rapt ure fear an end, 
bat ghattly thought would drink up all your joy, 
And quite unparadiſe the realms of lty ht. 186 
date are you lodg' d above theſe rolling ſpherts, 
he baleful influence of whoſe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciſſitude on all bencath. 
Here teems with revolutions ev'ry hour, 190 
And rarely for the better; or the beſt 
More mortal than the common births of Fate. 
Fach moment has its fickle, emulous 
Of IF ime's enormous ſithe, whote ample fwreep 
Strikes empires from the root: each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower ſphere 196 
Ot ſweet domeſlick comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs 

Blit> fublunary bliſs proud words, and vain' 
Implicit treaſon to divine decree ! 20 
A bold invaſiou of the rights of Heav'n ! 
Iclaſꝑ d the phantoms, and | found them ait. 
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O had | weigh ' d it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miſs'd my heart 

Death! great proprietor of all! t is thine 205 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtars. 


The ſun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines, 
And, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his ſphere : 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 
Thy partial quiver on a mark ſo mean? 210 


Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me? 

Inſatiate Archer! could not one futfice ? 

Thy ſhaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was ſlain; 

And thrice, ere thrice yon' moor had fill'd her horn. 

O Cynthia! why fo pale? doit thou lament 215 

Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve to ſee thy wheel | 

Of ccaſeleſs change vutwhicl'd in human lite ? 

How wanes my borrow d blifs! from Fortunc's ſmile, 

Precarious courteſy! not virtues ſure, 

Self-given, ſolar, ray of found delight. 220 
In ev'ry vary d poſture, place, and hour, 

How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy 

Thought, buſy thought! too buſy for my peace! 

Thro' the dark poſtern of time long elaps'd, 

Led foftly, by the ſtillneſs of the night, 225 

Led, like a murderer, (and ſuch it proves!) 

Strays ( wretched rover!) o'er the pleaſing paſt ; 

In queſt of wretchedneſs perverſciy ſtrays, 

And finds all defert now; and meets the ghoſts 

Of my deperted joys, a num'rous train! 230 
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rue the riches of my former fate; 
>weet comfort's blaſted clutters i lament; 
I rremble at the bleſſings once fo dear, 
And ev'ry pleafure pains me to the heart. 
Yet why complain? or why complain for one ?215 
Hangs out the ſun his luſtre but for me, 
Che fing!e man? are angels all befide ? 
I mourn tor millions; it is the common lot: 
In this ſhape or in that ha» Fate entuil'd 
The mother's throes or. all of woman born, 240 
Not more the children than ſure heirs of pain. 

War, famine, peſt, volcaro, fiorm, and fire, 
Inteſtine broils, Oppre ſſi n. with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brais heſiege mankind. 
God's image, diſinherited of day, 245 
Here plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was made: 
There beings. drathleſs as their haughry lord, 
Are hammer's to the galling oar far life, 
And plough the winter's wave, and reap Ceſpaiz. 
Some for hard maſters, bruken under arms, 2:0 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread thro” realms their valour ſav'd, 
If ſo the tyrant or his minion doom. 
Want, and incurable diſeaſe, (fell pair!) 
On hopeleſs multitudes remorſcleſs ſeize 255 
At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 
How groaniag hoſpitals eject their dead! 
M het numbers groan for ſad admiſſion there ! 
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hat numbers. once in Fortune's lap high fed, 
Solicit the cold hand of Charity 
To ſhock u- more, ſolicit it in vain! 
Ye ſilken fons of Pleafure ! fince in pains 
You rue more motiiſh viſits, viſit here, 
And breathe from your debauch : give, and reduce 
Surfeit's dominion oer you, But fo great 265 
Your impudence, you bluſh at what is right. 

Happy did forrow ſeize on ſuch alone. 
Nut prudence can defend, or virtue fave. 
Iuſcaſe ravades the chaſteſt temperance, 
And puniſhment the guiltiefs; and alarm, 270 
Thru thicket ſhades, purſues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 
And. his guard falling, cruſhes him to death. 
Not Happineſs itſelf makes good her name, 
Hur very withes give u- not our wiſh, 175 
How dittant oft” the thing we dote on moſt 
From that for which we dote, felicity ? 
The ſmootheſt courſe of Nature has its pains, 
And trueſt friends, thro errour, wound our reſt. 
Without misfortune what calamities! 280 
And what hoſtilities without a foe ! 
Mor arc tors wanting to the beſt on earth. 
Put endleſs is the liſt of human ills, 
And fiphs might ſooner fail than cauſe to ſigh. 

A part how fmall of the terraqueous globe 283 
3s tenanted by man? the reſt a watte, % 
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Rocks, deſerts, frozen ſcas, and burning fands ! 

Wild haunts of monſters, poiſons, ſtings, and death. 

Such is earth's melancholy map but, far 

More fad ! this earth is a true map of man: 299 

So bounded are its haughty lords' delights 

To wo's wide empire, where deep trouble: toſs, 

Loud forrows howl, exvenom'd paſſions bite, 

Rav'nous calamities our vital» ic:ize, 

And threat'ning Fate wide opens to devour. 295 
What then am l, who forrow for my ſelf? 

In age, in infancy, from others” aid 

Is all our hope; to teach us to be kind : 

That Nature's firſt, laſt, le ſſon to mankind. 

The ſelſiſhi heart deſerves the prin it feels. zco 
More gen tous ſorrow, while it finks cxalts, 

And conſcious virtue mitigates the pang. 

Nor virtue more than prudence bids me give 
Swoln thought a fecond channel: who divide, 

They weaken, too, the torrent of their grief. 3c; 

Take, then, O world! thy much indebted tear. 

How fad a fight is human happinc ſo 

To thoſe whoſc thought can pierce beyond an hour 

O thou! w hate er thou art, whoſe heart exults, 

Would thou | ſhould congratulate thy fate! 3ro 

I know theu wouldſt; thy pride demands it from me: 

Let thy pride pardon what thy nature needs, 

The ſalutary cenſure of a friend. 

Thos happy wretch! by blindneſs thou art bleft; 


| 
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By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 315 

Know, Smiler | at thy peril art thou pleas d; 

hy pleature is the promiſe of thy pain. 

NMi-sfurtune, like a creditor ſevere, 

Hut riſes in demand tor ber delay; 

he makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, 320 

To tting ther more, and double thy diſtreſs. 
Lorenzo: Fortune makes her court to ther: 

Thy fond heart dar.ces while the Syren fings. 


Pear is thy welfare; chiak me not unkind; 


[ wwuld not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. 35 
Think not that fear is ſacred to the ſtorm. 

Stand on thy guard againſt the ſmiles of Fate. 

Is Heav'u tremendous in its frowns ? moſt ſure: 

And in its favours tormi able too: 

Its favours here art trials, not rewatds; 379 
A call to duty, not diſcharge from care, 

And ſhould alarm us full as much as woes, 

Awake us to their cauſe and conſequence, 

And make us cremble, weigh'd with our deſert ; 
Awe Nature's tumalt, and chaſtiſe her joys, 35 
Leit while we claſp we kill them; nay, invert 

To worſe than fimple miſery their chat ins. 

Kevolted joys, like toes in Civil war, 

I ike boſom friendfhips to reſearmeat ſour d. 

With rage envenom'd riſe agaialt our peace. 30 
Beware what carth calls happineſs; beware 

A} joys but joys that never can expire, 


Who builds on leſs than an immortal baſe, 
Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to death. 
Mine dy'd with thee, Philander! thy laſt figh 345 
Diſſolv d the charm; the diſenchanted earth 
Loſt all her luſtre. Where her glitt ring tow'rs? 
Her golden mountains where ? all darken'd down 
To naked waſte ; a dreary vale of tears. 
The great magician's dead! Thou poor, pule piece 350 
Of ourcaſt earth, in darkneſs! what a change 
From yeſterday ! Thy darling hope fo near, 
(Long-labour'd prize!) O how ambition fluſh'd 
Thy glowing check | ambition truly great, 
Of virtuous praiſe. Death's ſubtle ſeed within, 355 
(Sly, treach rous miner!) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that roſe ſo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell, one moment's prey 
Man's foreſight is conditionally wife. 360 
Lorenzo! wiſdom into folly turns, 
Oft the firſt inſtant its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye! 
The prefent moment terminates our fight ; 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on Doomſday, drown the next: 
We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. 366 
Time is dealt out by particles, and each 
Are mingled with the ſtreaming ſunds of life. 
By Fate's inviolable oath is ſworn 
Deep ſilence, where eternity begins. 370 
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dy Nature's law, what may be may be now? 
There s no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can rife 
Than man's preſumption on to-morrow's dawn ? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 375 
For numbers this is certain: the reverſe 
Is fure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 
This per advent» re, infamous for lics, 
As on a rock of adamant we build 
Our mountain · hopes, ſpin out eternal ſchemes, 380 
As we the Fatal Siſters could outſpin, 
And, big with lit.! ſuturities, expire. 

Not ev'n Philander had beſpoke his ſhroud, 
Nor had he cavſc ; a warning was deny'd. 
How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe ? 385 
As ſudden, tho tor years admoniſh'd home? 
Of human ills the latt extreme beware; 
Beware, Lorenzo! a flow ſudden death. 
How dreadfu] at deliberate ſurpriſe ! 
Be wiſe to-day; it is madneſo to defer : 390 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till witttom is puſh'd out of life. 
Procraſtination is the thick of time; 
Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 395 
The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 
If not lo frequent, would not this be {trange ? 
That t is ſo frequent, this is ſtranger full. 
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Of man's miriculous miſtakes this bears 
The palm, That all men are about to live, 4c6 
For ever on the brink of being born. 
All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They one day ſhall not drivel, and their pride 
Na this reverſien takes up ti ady praiſe: 
At leaſt their own; their future ſelves arplzuds. 4 
Thow excellent that life they ne'er will lead! 
Fime lodg'd in their own hand is Folly's vail-; 
That ladg d in Fate's to wiſdom they configr: ; 
The thing they carm't hut pur fe they poltpone. 
' Fis nut in folly net to ſcorn a fool, 4 18 
And ſcarer in human wif-lom to do n.cre. 
All promiſe is poor dilatory man, 
And that thro* ev'ry ſtage. When vourg, indeed, 
In full content we ſometimes nab reſi, 
Unanxions for curſcives, and only with, 413 
Vs duteous ſuns, our fathers were more wiſe, 
At thirty man ſuſpects kimfelt a foot; 
Knows it at forty, and eeforms tis plan; 
At ſiſty chides his inf mus delav, 
Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to reſulve ; 
In all the magnanmaty of thought 
Recfſolves, and re-refolves ; then dies the fame, 

And why? becaufe he thinks imſelf immortal. 
All men think all men mortal but thenelves; 
Th-wmfelves, when fame alarming thock of Fate 47 * 
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NIGHT THE FIRST. 37 


Strikes chro their wounded hearts the ſudden dread: 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon cloſe; where paſt the ſhaft no trace is found. 
As from the wing no ſcar the ſky retains, 

The parted wave no furrow from the keel, 430 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 

Ev'n with the tender tear which Nature ſheds 

O'er thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 

Can | forget Philander ? that were ſtrange ! 

O my full heart — But ſhould I give i vent, 435 
The longeſt night, tho? longer far, would fail, 

And the lark liſten to my midnight ſong. 

The ſpriglitly lark's ſhrill matin wakes the morn. 
Gricf's ſharpeſt thorn hard prefling on my breaſt, 

{ ſtrive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 449 
The ſullen gloom, ſweet Philomel! like thee, 

And call the ftars to liſten : ev'ry ſtar 

Is deaf to mine, enamour d of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain; there are who thine excel, 

And charm thro” diſtant ages Wrapt in ſhade, 445 
Pris'ner of darkneſs! to the filent hours 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 

To lull my griefs, and teal my heart trom wo! 

I roll their raptures, but ne catch their fire. 


Dark, tho' not blind, like thee, Mæonides! 459 


Or, Milton! thee. Ah, could | reach your ſtrain! 

Or his who made Maonides our own. 

Man, too, he ſung : immortal man | fing : 
Flame 1, D 
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Oft burſts my ſong beyond the bounds of life : 
What now but immortality can pleuſc? 455 
O had he preſfs'd his theme, purſu d the track 
Which opens out of darkneſs into day 

O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar'd where | ſink, and ſung immortal man, 

How had it bleſt mankind and reſcu d me! 455 


End of Night Fir? 


Sossen ern: 
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NIGHT II. 
ON TIME, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 
Humbly inſcribed to the 


RIGHT HON. THE KARL OF WILMINGTON , 


„Was the cock crew he wept, ſmote by that 
Which looks on me, on all, that pow'r whobids [eye 
This raidnighe ſentinel, with clarion ſhrill, 

Emblem of that which Gall awake the dead, 

Rouſ- fouls from flumber into thoughts of Heav'n. 3 
Shall | too weep ? where then is fortitude ? 

And fortitude abandoa'd, where is man? 

I know the terms on which he fees the light : 

He that is born is lificd : life is war; 

Eternal war with wo: who bears it beſt 10 
Deſerves it leaſt. On other themes I'll dwell, 
Lorenzo! let me turn my thoughts on thee 

And thine ; on themes may profit; profit there 
Wheremott thyneed. Themes, too, thegenuine growth 
Of dear Philander's duſt. He thus, tho” dead, 15 
May ſtillbefriend What themes? Tume's wondrous 
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© So could ſ touch theſe themes as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite diſengag'd. 
The good deed would delight me; half impteſ. d 20 
On my dark cloud an iris, and from grief 
Call glory —Doft thou mourn Philander's fate? 
I know thou fay'| it : ſays thy life the ſame? 
He mourns the dead who lives as they defirc, 
Where is that thirſt, that avarice of time, 25 
(O glorious avarice!) thought of death inſpires, 
As rumour'd robberics endear our gold ? 
Y Time ! than gold more facred; more a load 
Than lend to fools, and fools reputed wiſe. 
What moment granted man without account? 439 
W hat years are ſquander' d, wiſdom's debt unpaid ? 
Our wealth in days all dne to that diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſte, he lies in wait, he's at the door. 
inſidious Death! ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 
No compoſition ſets the pris ner free. 35 
Fternity's inexorable chain 
Faſt biuds, and vengeance claims the full arrear. 
lo late | ſhudder'd on the brink! how late 

Life call'd for her laſt refuge in deſpair! 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee | owe; 40 
Fain would I pay thee with eternity, 
But ill my genius anſwers my defire : 
My ſickly fong is mortal, paſt thy cure. 
Accept the will;—that dies not with my ſtrain. 

For what calls thy difcaſe, Lorenzo? not 45 
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For Eſculapian, but for moral aid. 

Thou think'ſt it folly to be wiſe too ſoon. 
Youth is not rich in time, it may be poor; 
Part with it as with money, ſparing: pay 
No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth; 576 

And what its worth aſk deathbeds; they can tell. 

Part with it as with life, reluctant; big 

With holy hope of nobler time to come; 

Time higher aim d, ſtill nearer the great mark 

Of men and angels, virtue more divine. 45 

Is this our duty, wiſdom, glory, gain 

(Theſe Heav'n benign in vital union binds) 

And ſport we like the natives of the bough, 

When vernal ſuns inſpire ? Amuſement reigns 
Man's great demand: to trifle is to live: 6 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die? 

Thou fay'ft I preach, Lorenzo! t is conſeſt. ) 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Who wants amuſement in the flame of battle ? 

Is it not trtaſon to the ſoul immortal, 65 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amuſe when med cines cannot cure? 
When ſpirits ebb, when life's enchanting ſcenes 
Their luſtre loſe, and leffen in our fight, 
As lands, and cities with their glitt ring ſpires, 70 
To the poor ſhatter d bark, by fudden ſtorm 
Thrown off to ſea, and ſoon to periſh there; 
Will toys amuſe ? No; thrones will then be toys, 
And carth and ſxies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale. 

D 13 


92 THE COMPLAINT, 
Redeem we time Its loſs we dearly buy. 75 

What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd ſports ? 

He pleads time's num'rous blanks; he loudly pleads 

The ſtraw-like triſles on life s common ſtream. 

From whom thoſc blanks and trifles but from thee ? 

No blank, no trifle, Nature made, or meant, 80 

Virtue, or purpos d virtue, ſtill be thine ; 

This cancels thy complaint at once; this leaves 

In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes all; 

This the bleſt art of turning all to gold; 8; 

This the good heart's prerogative to raiſ⸗ 

A royal tribute from the pooreſt hours; 

Immenſe revenue ev'ry moment pays. 

If nothing more than purpoſe in thy pow'r, 

Thy purpoſe firm is e qual to the deed. 90 

Who does the beſt his circumſtance allows 

Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more. 

Our out ward act, indeed, admits reſtraint: 

"Tis not in things o'er thought to domineer, 94 
Guard well thy thought: our thoughts are heard in 
On all-important time, thro' ev ry age, [heav'n. 
Tho' much, and warm, the wiſe have urg d, the man 
Is yet unborn who duly weighs an hour. 

«+ I've loſt a day,” — the prince who nobly cry d, 

Flad bcen an emperour without his crown. 1c0 

Of Rome ? fay, rather, lord of hun. an race 
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NIGHT THE 5ECOND, 


He ſpoke as if deputed by mankind. 
So ſhould all ſpeak : fo reaſon fpeaks in all: 
From the foft whifp-rs of that God in man, 
Why fly to tully, why to frenzy fly, 103 
For reſcue from the blefiings we poficfs ? 
Time, the ſupreme !-— Time is eternity ; 
Pregnant with all eternity can give; 
Pregnant with all that makes archangels ſmile. 
Who murders Fime, he cruſhes in the birth 10 
A pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd. 

Ah how unjuſt to Nature and himſelf 
[- thoughtleſs, thanklefs, inconſiſtent man 
Like chileren babbling nonſenſe in their ſports, 
We cenſure Nature for a ſpan too ſhort; 175 
That ſpan too ſhort we tax as tedious too ; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 
To laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpeed, 
And whirl us (happy riddance!) from ourſelves, 
Art, brainleſs Art! our farious charioteer, 120 
(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Drives headlong tow tds the precipice of death; 
Death moſt our dread ; death thus more dreadful made, 
O what a riddle of abſurdity ! 
Leiſure is pain; takes off our chariot-wheels: 125 
How hcavily we drag the load of life ! 
Bleſt leifure is our curſe ; like that of Cain, 
i makes us wander, wander carth around, 
10 fly thus tyrant Thought. As Atlas groan d 


The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour: 130 
We cry for mercy to the next amuſement ; 
The next amuſement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenience! priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful time if priſons ſet us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 23; 
We call him cruel; years to moments ſhrink, 
Ages to years. The tele ſcupe is turn'd : 
To man's talſe opticks (from his folly falſe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hidcs his wings, 
And ſeems to creep decrepit with his age. 140 
Behold him when paſt by; what then is ſeen 
But his broad pinions ſwifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
Rueful, aghaſt, cry out on his carcer. 

Leave to thy fors theſe errours and theſe ills; rgg 
To Nature juſt, their cauſe and cure explore. 
Not ſhort Heav'n's bounty, boundleſs our expenſe ; 
No niggard Nature, men are prodigals. 
We waſte, not uſe our time; we bi cathe, not live. 
Time waſted is exiftence, us d is life ; 150 
And bare exiſtence man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings and oppreſſes with cuormous weight. 
And why ? fince time was giv'n for uſe, not waſte, 
Enjoin'd to fly. with tempeſt, tide, and ftars, 
To keep his fpeed, nor ever wait for man. 145 
Time's ule was doom d a pleaſure, waſte a pain, 
That man might feel his errour if unſeen, 
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NIGHT THE SECOND. 43 


And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure; 
Not blund ring. ſplit on idleneſs for eaſe. 159 
Life's cares are comforts ; ſuch by Heav'n deſigu d; 
He that has none muſt make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments, and without employ 
The foul is on a rack, the rack of reſt, 

To fouls moſt 2dverſc, action all their joy. 
| Here then the riddle, mark d above, unfolds; 56 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wreitle with great Nature's plan; 
We thwart the Deity ; and 't is decreed, 
Who thwart his will ſhall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnat'ral quarrel with ourſelves; 170 
Our thoughts at eumiry . our boſom-broil: 
We puſh Hime from us, and we with him back; 
Lavrſh cf !uttrums, and yet fond of life: 
Life we think long and thort; death ſetk and ſhun : 
Body and foul, like peevith man and wite, 173 
United jar, and yet are loath to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity! while here 
How taſteleſs! and how terrible when gone! 
Cone ? they nc er go; when paſt they haunt us till : 
The ſpirit walks of ev'ry day deccas d, 180 
And imiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death nor life delight us. If time paſt 
Aud time polleſt both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 
That which the Deity to plcaſe ordain'd, 
Time us'd, The man who conſccrates his hours 183 
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By vig'rous effort and an honeſt aim, 
At once he draws the ſling of life and death; 

He walks with Nature, and ber paths are peace. 
Our errout s caufe and cure are feen : lee next 
Time's nature, origin, importance, ſpced, 190 
And thy great gain from urging his career — 

All-ſenſual man, becauſe untuuch'd, unſcen, 
He looks on time as nothing. Nothing elſe 


Is truly man's; t is Fortune's.— Lime 's a god. Tc 
Haſt thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence ? 195 

For, or againſt, what wonders can he do! dof 
And will: to ftand blank nevter he diſdains. Kr 
Not on thoſe terms was Time ( Heav'n'ottranger !) ſent AM 
On his important embaſſy to man. 

Lorenzo! no: on the long-dcitiu'd hour, 200 At 
From everlaſting ages gi owing ripe, T! 
That memorable hour of wondrous birth, N. 
When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent, 11 
And big with Nature, riũng in his might, MH; 
Call 'd forth creation, (for then Lime was born) 2cx F. 
By Godhead ſtreaming thro? a thouſand worlds; * 

Not on thoſe terme, from the great days of heav'n, Ye 
From old Eternity's myſterious orb (4 
Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the ſkies; A: 
Ihe ſkies, which watch him in his new abode, 210 Ye 
Meaſuring his motions by revolving ſpheres, 4-H 
That horologe machinery divine. n 


Hours, days, and months, and years, his children play, A 


NIGHT Tar S2COND. 47 
Like num"rous wings, around him, as he flies; 

Or rather, as une qual plumes, they ſhape 213 
His am ple pinions, ſwift as darted flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient reſt, 

And join avew Eternity his fire, 

Ir his immntabiliry to neſt, 

When worlds, that count his circles now, un hing d. 
{Fate the loud ſignal founding) headlang ruſh 228 
lo timeleſs night and chaos, whence they rote. 

Why ſpur the fperdy ? why with levi ies 
New-wirg thy ſhoct ſhort day's too rapid flight ? 
Know'fſ: thou or what thou dolt, or what is done? 225 
Man flies from time, and time from man: too ſoon, 
In fad divorce this donble flight muſt end; 

And then where are we? where, Lorenzo! then, 
Ty fports, thy pomps? 2 grant thee in a ſtate 

Nat unamEitions ; in the rutfled ſhroud, 230 
Thy Farian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 

as Death his foppe ties? then well may Lite 

Pat on her plume, and in her tainbow Hine. 

Ye well-array dl ye Likes of ant land! 

Ye Lilies Male ! who neither toil nor ſpin, 237 
(As filter lillæs might) if not ſo wiſe 

As Solomon, more ſumptuons to the ſight! 

Ye Delicate! who nothing can ſupport, 

Yourſeives mot inſupportable! for whom 

The winter roſe muſt blow, the ſan put on 240 
A brighter beam in Leo; Lliev-toft 
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Favonius! breathe {ill ſofter, or be chid : 

Aud other worlds fend odours, fauce, and ſong, 

And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms ! 

O ye Lorenzos of our age! who deem 245 

One moment unamus d a miſery 

Not made for tceble man ! who call aloud 

For ev ry bawble drivell'd o'er by ſenſe; 

For rattles and conceits of ev'ry caſt ; 

For change of ſollies and relays of joy, 2t0 

To drag your patient thro the tedious length 

Of a ſhort winter's day ſay, Sages! ſay, 

Wit's Oracles! fay, Dreamers of gay dreams! 

How will you weather an eternal night 

Where ſuch expedient> fail ? 275 
O treach'rous Conſcience ! while ſhe ſeems to fleep 

On roſe and myrtle, lull'd with Syren forg; 

While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 

On headlong Appetite the flacken'd rein, 

And give us up to licenſe, unrecalt'd, 260 

Unmark' d; — ſce, from behind her fecret ſtand, 

The ſly informer minutes ev'ry fault, 

And her dread diary with horrour fills. 

Not the grofs act alone employs her pen; 

She teconnoitres Fancy's airy band. 265 

A watchful fue ! the formidable ſpy 

Liſt'oing, o erheats the whiſpers of our camp, 

Cur dawning purpoſes of keart explores, 

Aud ſteals our embryos of iniquity, 
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As all-rapacious uſurers concen! 70 
Thus, with indulgence, moſt ſevere, ſhe treats 
Us ſpendthrifts of iaeſtimable time, 

Unnoted notes each moment miſapply d: 

In leaves more durable than leaves of braſs 275 
Writes our whole hiſtory, which Death ſhall read 
In ev ry pale delinquent's private ear, 

And judgment publiſ, publiſh to more worlds 
Than this, ind endlets age in groans tethund. 
Lorenzo! ſuch that ſleeper in tky hrraſt; 283 
Such is her lumber, and her vengeance ſoch 

Far flighted counſel; ſuck thy future peace: 

| And think'ſt thou iti!! thou canſt be wiſe tor ſoon. ? 

But why on time fo laviſh is my fong ? 

On this great thenie kind Nature keeps a ſ-hoo! 765 
To teach her ſons herſelf. Each night we die, 
Each morn are born anew : each day a life? 

2 And ſhall we kill each day ? If triſting kills, 

Sure vice muſt butcher. O what heaps of flain 

Cry out for vengeance on us! Time deftroy's 290 

Is ſuicide, where more than blood is (vilt. 

Time flies, death urges, knells call, Heav'n invites, 

5 Hell threatens : all exerts; in effort all, 

More than creation, labours! Labours more) 
And is there in creation what, amidſt 295 
This tumult univerſal, wing'd diſpatch, 
And ardent energy, ſupinely yawns !—— 
Volume 1. * 


Man ſleeps, and man alone; and man, whoſe fate, 
Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 


Endieks, hai-tung, breezc-ſhaken, o'er the gulf o 


A moment trembles; drops! and man, for whom 
All elſe is an alarm; man, the fole cauſe 
Of this farrounding ſtorm ! and yet he flecps, 
As the ſtorm rock d to reſt. Throw years away? 
Throw empires, and be blamelefs. Moments ſeize, 
Heav'n's on their wing: a moment we may with, c 6 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ſtand ſtill, 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 
The period paſt, regive the giv'n hour. 
Lorenzo! more than miracles we want. 310 
Lorenzo O for yeſterdays to come ! 
Such is the language of the man awake, 
His ardour ſuch for what oppreſſes thee. 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo? No; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge. 315 
To- day is yeſterday return'd; return'd 
Full-pow'r'd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
And reinſtate us on the rock of peace. 
Let it not ſhare its predecefior's fate, 
Nor, like its elder fiſters, die a fool. 320 
Shall it evaporate in fume, fiy off 
Fuliginous, and ſtain us deeper ftill ? 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the clemencics of Heav'n ? 
Where ſhall i find him? Angels! tell me where: 325 
You know him: he is near you; poiat him out. 
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Bhall I ſee glories beaming from his brow, 

Or trace his footſteps by the riſing flow'rs ? 

Your golden wings, now hov'ring o'er him, ſhed 
Protection; now are waving in applauſe 330 


To that bleſt fon of foreſight! lord of fate! 

That awful independent on to-morrow! 

Whoſe work is done ; who triumphs in the paſt ; 
Whoſe yeſterduys look backwards with a ſmile, 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly: 335 
That common but opprobrious lot! Paſt hours, 

If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 

If folly bounds our proſpect by the grave, 

All feeling of tuturity benumb d; 

All godlike paſſion for et-rnals quench'd; 349 
All reliſh of realities expir d; 

R-nounc'd all correſpondence with the ſkies; 

Our freedom chain'd: quite wingleſs our deſire; 

In ſenſe dark- pr iſon d all that ought to ſoar ; 

Prone to the centre; crawling in the duſt; 245 
Diſmounted ev'ry great and glorious aim; 
unbruted ev'ry faculty divine; 
Heart-bury d in the rubbiſh of the world, 

The world, that gulf of fouls, immortal fouls, 

Souls elevate, angelick, wing'd with fire 350 
To reach the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 

On thrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſters 
Tho' we from earth, ethereal they that fell. chang d 
Such vencrativn due, O man, to man! 
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Who venerate chemſelves the world defpiſe. 39 
For what, gay Friend l is this elcutcheon'd world, 
Which hangs one death in one etcroal night? | 
A night chat glooms us in tae noontide ray, 
And wraps our thought at banquets ia the ſhroud. 
Lite's little ſtage is a {mall cmimence, 360 
Inch high the grave above, that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude: we gaze around; 

We read their monument, we ligh ; and while 
We figh we fink; aud are what we deplot d: 
Lamenting or lamented all our lot 

Is Death at dittarce ? No; he has been on thee, 
And giv'n ſure carneſt of u- final blow. 

Thole hours which lately nud, where are they now? 
Pallid to thought. ard gi-attly drown d. all drown'd 
In that great deep which n« thing difembogues! 370 
And, dying. they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown. 
The reft are oa the wing how fleet their flight! 
Aurady has the fatal train tuck fire; 

A moment, and the world 's blown up to thee; 
The ſun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are duſt. 37s 
"Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt Hours, 

And atk them what report they bore to Heav'n, 
Andhow they might have borne more welcome news, | 
Their anſwers form wh.t men Experience call; | 
If Wiſdom's friend ber beſt, if not, worſt foe. 1 
© reconcile them! kind Experience cries, 


* There nothing here bat what ag nothing weighs; 
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« The more our joy, the more we know it vain, 
And by ſucceſs are tutor'd to defpair.”* 
Nor is it only thus, but muſt be fo. 385 
Who knows not this, tho” gray, is ſtill a child. 
Looſe then from earth the graſp of fond defire, 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happier clime explore. 

Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future ſcenes? 390 
Since by life's paſſing breath, blown up from earth, 
Light as the ſummer's duſt, we rake in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again, 
Join the dull maſs, increaſe the trodden foil, 
And fizep, till earth herſelt ſhall be no more; 395 
Since then (as emmets. their ſmall world o'erthrown) 
We, fore amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl, 
And riſe to fate extreme of fout or fair, 
As man's own choice (controller of the ſkies!) 
As man's deſpotick wiil, perhaps one hour, 400 
(O how omni potent is time!) decrees, 
Should not each warning give a ſtrong alarm? 
Warning, fur lefs than that of boſom torn 
From b:fom, bleeding o'er the facred dead! 
Should not each dial ftrike us as we paſs, 405 
Portentous, as the written wall which ſtruck, 
Oer midnight bowls, the proud Aſſyrian pale, 
Erewhile high- flu ſhꝰ d with infolence and wine? 
Like that the dial ſpcaks, and points to thee, 
Lorenzo! loath to break thy banquet up: aro 

Ei, 
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* O Man! thy kingdom is departing from thee, 
And while it laſts is emptier than my ſhade.” 
les ſilent language ſuch; nor nredꝰſt thou call 
Thy Magi to decipher what it means. | 
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy walls: q4rg | 


Doſt ak how ? whence ? Belſhazzar-like, amaz d. | 

Man's make encloſes the ſure ſeeds of death; | 

Life feeds the murderer : ingrate! he thrives | 

On her own meal, and then his nurſe devours. | 
But here, Lorenzo, the dclufion lies; 420 

That folar hadow, as it meaſures life, 

It life reſembles too. Life ſpreds away 

From point to point, tho' ſeeming to ſtand till. 

The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ftealth : 

Too ſubtle is the movement to be fecn ; 425 

Vet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 

Warnings point out our danger, gnomons time: 

As theſe are uſeleſs when the ſun is ſet, | 

so thoſe. but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines | 

Reaſon ſhould judge in all; in reafon's eye a , 

That ſedentary ſhadow travels hard: 

Bur ſuch our gravitation to the wrong, 

Zo prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 

"Tis later with the wiſe than hes aware: f 

A Wilmington goes flower than the fun; 435 | 

Ard all mankind miſtake their time of day ; | 

'n age itſelf. Freſh hopes are hourly fown 

tu furrow'd brows. S0 gentle life's deſcent, | 
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We ſhut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter for the ſpring, 440 
And turn our bleſſings into bane. Since oft 

Man muſt compute that age he cannot feel, 

He ſcarce believes he 's older for his years: 

Thus at life's lateſt eve we keep in tore 

One diſappointment, ſure to crown the ref, 445 
The diſappointment of a promis d hour. 

On this or fimilar, Philander! thou 

Whoſe mind was moral as the preacher's tongue, 
And ſtrong to wield all ſcience worth the name, 
How often we talk d down the-ſummer's fun, 450 
And cool'd our paſſions by the breezy ſtream ! 
How often thaw d and ſhorten d winter's eve 

By confii& kind, that ſtruck out latent truth, 

Beſt found ſo ſought, to the recluſe more coy ! 
Thoughts diſentangle paſling o'er the lip; 433 
Clean runs the thread; if noe, t is thrown away, 
Or kepe to tie up nonſenſe for a ſorg ; 

Seng faſhionably fruitleſs, ſuch as ſtains 

The fancy, and unhallow'd paſſion fires, 

Chiming her ſaints to Cytherea's fane. 460 
Know'ſt thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains? 
As bees mix'd nectar draw from fragrant flow'rs, 
So men from Friendſhip wiſdom and delight ; 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they part they die. 

Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach? 465 
Good ſenſe will ſtagnate. Thoughts ſhut up want air, 
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And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the ſun. 
Had thought been all. ſweet ſpeech had been deny d: 
Speech! thought's canal; ſpeech ! thonght's criterion 
too: 

Thought in the mine may come forth gold or drofs; 
When coin'd in word, we know its real worth: 471 
If terling, ſtore it for thy future uſe; 
"F will buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. 
Thought, too, deliver d, is the more poſſeſs d; 
"Teaching we learn, and giving we retain 475 
Ihe births of intellect. when dumb forgot. 
Specch ventilates our intelle d ual fire; 
Speech burniſhes our mental magazine; 
Brightens for ornament. aud whets for uſe, 
What numbers, ſheath'd in erudition, lie 4% 
Plung'sd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And ruſted in, who might have borne an edge, 
And play d a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpeech, 
If born bleſt heirs of half their mother's tongue 
"Tisthought'sexchange, which, like th alternate puſh 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned ſcum, 486 
And defecates the ftudent's landing pool. 

In contemplation is his prond reſource ? 
"Tis poor as proud, by converie unſuſtain d. 
Rude thought runs wild in Contemplation 's field; 
Converſe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 491 
Of due reſtraint; and Emulation's ipur 
Gives gracctul energy. by rivals a d. 


. 
* 


1 


ernennen en eres 


ws AA ed i >Þ 


"Tis converſe qualiſies for ſolitude, 

As exertite for ſalutary reſt : 

By that untutor d. Contemplation raves, 

And Nature's fool by W:iſdom's is ourdone. 
Wiſdom, tho” richer than Peruvian mines, 

And (werter than the ſweet ambrofial heve, 

What is ſue but the means of happineſs ? co 

That unobtzin'd, than Folly more a fool; 

A melancholy focl, without her bells. 

Friendſhip, the means of wiſdom, richly gives 

The precious end, which makes our wiſdom wile. 

Nature, in zal for human amity, sc 

Denies or Camps an undivided joy. 

Joy is an import; joy is an exchange; 

Joy flics monopolits: it calls for two: 

Rich fruit! heav*n-planted ! never pluck d by ene. 

Ne edtui auxiſiars are our friends, to give 310 

To ſocial man true reliſh of himſell. 

Full on ourſclves deſcending in à line, 

Pleaſure '> bright beam is feeble in delight : 

Delight intenſe is taken by rebound ; 

Reverberated pleaſures fire the breaſt. 315 
Ccleſtial Happineis! hene er ſhe ſtoops 

To viſit earth, one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 

And one alone, to make her fweet amends 

For abſent heav'n—the boſom of a friend; 

Each other's pillow to repoſe divine · | 
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Beware the counterfeit ; in paſſion's flame 
Hearts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze, 
True love ſtrikes root in reaſon, paſſion's foe : 
Virtue alone entenders us for lite: 525 
| wrong her much—entenders us for ever. 
Is virtue kindling at a rival fire, 
And emuloufly rapid in her race. 
O the ſoft enmity! endexring ſtrife! 330 
This carries Friendſhip to her noontide point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From frienaſhip, which outlives my former themes, 
Glorious ſurvi vor of old Time and Death! 
From friendſhip, thus, that flow r of heav'nly ſeed, 
The wiſe extract carth's moſt Hyblean blifs, 336 
Superiour Wiſdom, crown d with ſmiling joy. 

But for whom bloſſoms this Elyſian flow'r ? 
Abroad they find who cheriſh it at home. 
Lorenzo! pardon what my love extorts, 540 
An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho choice of follies faſten on the great, 
None clings more obſtinate than fancy fond 
That facred friendſhip is their eaſy prey, 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 545 
Or faſcination of a high-born ſmile 
Their ſmiles the great, and the coquette, throw out 
For others” hearts, tenacious of their own; 
And we no leſs of ours when ſuch the bait. 
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Ye Fortune's Cofferers! ye Pow'rs of Wealth! 330 
Can gold gain friendſhip ? impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo! pride repreſs, nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 353 
All like the purchaſe, few the price will pay, 
And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 
What if (fince daring on ſo nice a theme) 
Iſhew thee friendſhip delicate as dear, 
Of tender violatious apt to dic ? 360 
Reterve will wound it, and diſtruſt deſtroy, 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend : 
But ſince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 
Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core, 
Firſt on thy friend delib rate with thyſelf ; 365 
Pauſe, ponder, ſift; not eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the choſen : fixing fix; 
Judge before fricndſhip, then confide till death. 
Well for thy friend, but nobler far for thee. 
How gallant danger for earth's kigheft prize! 5370 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
© Poor is the ftiendleſo maſter of a world. 
* A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain. 
So ſung he (angels hear that angel fing ! 


Angels from: friendſhip gather half their joy) 475 


So ſung Philander, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the g<n'rous blood 
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Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
4 brow ſolute, and ever-laughing eye. 
He drank long health and virtue to his friend, 0 
t lis friend who warm'd him more, who more inſpit d. 
Friendſhip 's the wine of life; but friendſhipꝑ new 
(Nat fuch was his} is nt ĩther ſtroug nor pure. 
O! for the bright compiexion, cordial varmth, 
And elevating ſpirit of a friend, $37 
ror twenty ſummers rip ning by my ſole, 
All Kculence of fai hood long thrown down, 
All ſocial virtues riling in his fou!, | 
As cryſtal clear, and fm.iling as they riſe ! 
Here nectar flows; it ſparkles in our fight; 90 
Nich to the taſte, and genuine from the hear“. 
Lligh-flavour'd bliſs for gots on earth how rar»! 
(Jn earth how Joft '!'—Ptitznder is no more. 
Think' thou the theme intozicates my ſong ? 

Am I too warm Loo warm l cannot be. 695 
r ijov'd him much, but now I love kim more. 
Ike birds, whoſe beautics langnilh, balf-conceai'd, 
Lill, mounted on the wing, th-ir gloiſy phimes 
Eevpanded, ſhine with azure, green, and gold; 
lo bleſſings brighten as they take their fight! ic 
His flight Philander took, his upward Light, 
it ver foul aſcended. Had he dropp'd, 

That eagle genius!) O had he let fall 
(ne frather as he Sow, I then had wrote 
bat friends might Sutter, prudent focs forbear, 
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! KIGRT THE fECORD. 6r 
© Rivals ſcarce damn, and Zoilus repric ve. 6c 
Yet what I can | muſt : it were profane 
To quenth a glory lighted at the ſkies, 
And caft in ſhadows his illuſtrious cloſe. 
Strange! the theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime, 6x5 
Momentous mol? to man, ſhould fleep untung ! 
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak'd 
| Painim or Chriit ian, to the bluib of Wie. 
Man's higheſt triumph. man's profoundeſt fall, 
fue deathbed of the juſt! is yet undra ven 676 
By mortal hand; it merits a divine : 
Angels ſhould prin it, angel« ever there, 
There on a poſt of honour and of joy. 
Dare | preſurne, then? but Philander bids, 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls. 620 
Yet am [ truck, as ſtruck the ſoul beneath 
Arial groves' :m:penetrable gloom, 
Or in ſome mighty ruin's ſolemn ade, 
Or gazing, by pale lamps, on high-bhorn duſt | 
In vaults, thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings, 625 
br at the midnight altar's hallow'd flame. 
It is religion to proceed: | pauſe 
And enter, aw'd the temple of my theme. 
nis his deathbed? No; it is his ſhrine : 
Behold him there juit riſiug to a god. 630 
The chamber where the good man meets his face 
ks priviley d beyoud the commaan walk 
Dt virtuous lite, quite is the verge of heav'n. 
F gume J. F 


Fly, ye Profane! if not. draw near with awe, 
Receive the bleſſing. and adore the chance 635 
| That threw in this Betheſda your diſcaſc : 
| Yf unreftor's by this deſpair your cure; 
| 
| 


A deathbed's a detector of the heart. \ 
Here tir d Diſſimulation drops her maſſe bao 


Thro' Life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſcene! 


Here real and apparent arc the ſame. | 


You fee the man, you ſee his hold on keav'n, 

Tf ſound his virtue, as Philander s ſound. 
Heav'n waits not the laſt moment; owns her feicnth 
On this fide death, and points them out to men; 646 
A lecture filent, but of fov'reign pow'r! 

To Vice confuſion, and to Virtue peace. 

Whatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, 
Virrue alone has majeſty in death, 650 | 
And greater ſtill, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he ſeverely frown'd on thee. 

« ** No warning giv'n! uncercmonious fate 


A ſudden ruſh from life's meridian joys! | | 


| „A wrench from all we love! from all we are! 658. 
| ** A refileſs bed of pain! a plunge opaque 4 
Beyond conjecture! feeble Nature's dread! 1 
strong Reaſon's ſhudder at the dark unknown! 
A ſun extinguiſh d! a juſt op ning grave! 699 
And, oh! the laſt, laſt ; what? (can words express, 
++ Thought reach it ?) the laſt—ſilence of a Rid: 
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Where are thoſe horrours, that amazement, where 


— AP PARI9 + 4 anr 
from man — =I thought him man till now. 


Thbro ! Nature's wreck, thro'vanquiſh'dagonies,66 5 


JE 


Like the ſtars ſtruggling thro' this midnight gloom) 


What gleams of joy? what more than human peace? 
Where the frail mortal, the poor abject worm? 

Ko, not in death the mortal to be found. 

His conduct is a legacy for all, 670 
Richer than Mammon's for his ſingle heir. 

His comforters he comforts; great in ruin, 

With unreluctant gran ur gives, not yields, 

His ſoul ſublime, and cloſes with his fare. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the ſcene! 655 
Whence this brave bourd o'er limits ud to mau: 
His God fuſtains him in his final hour! 

Ris final hour brings glory co his God ! 

Man's glory Heav'n vonch ſafes to call her own. 

We gaze, we weep ; mix'd tears of grief and joy 690 
Amazement ſtrik»s! devotion burſts to lame! 


Ciriſtian» adore! and Infidels believe. 


As ſome tall cow'r, or loſty mountain's brow, 
Detains che ſun, illuſtrious, from its height, 


- While riling vapours and deſcending ſhades, 685 
Wich damps and darkneſs drown the ſpacious vale, 
VUndampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, 

Philander thus auguſtly rears his head, 


At that black hour which gen'cal horrour ſheds | 
FI 
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On the low level of th' inglorious throng : * 
Sweet peace, and heav'nly hope, and humble joy, 
Diviucly beam on his exalted foul ; 
Deſtruction gild and crown him for the ſkies 


Wirth incommunicable luilre bright. 696 


End of Night S. and. 
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F. ou dreams, where thought in Fancy 's maze runs 

To reaſon, tnat heav'n-hghted lamp in man, {mad, 

Once more I wake; and at the deftin'd hour, 

Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 

I keep my a!ignation with my wo. s 
O! loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 

Loft to the noble fallies of the ſoul! 

Who thank it folitude to be alone. 

Communion ſweet! commun on large and high 

Our reaſon, guardian angel, and our God! 10 

Then neareſt theſe, when others moſt remote; 

And ail, ere long, ſhall be remote but thei ; 

How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 

A ſtrang er! unacknowledg' d] unapptov'd 

Now woo them, wed them, bind them to thy breaſt: 

To win thy wiſk creation has no more; 10 

F ug 
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Or if we wiſh a fourth, it is a friend. —— 
But friends how mortal! dang'rous the deſire. 

Take Phabus to yourſelves, ye baſking Bards! 
Inebriate at fair Fortune's fountain-head, 20 
And reeling thruꝰ the wilderneſs of joy. 

Where Senſe runs ſavage, broke from Reaſon's chain, 
And fings falſe peace, till ſmother'd by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike, unlike my ſong, 

Unlike the deity my ſong invokes. 25 
Lto Day's ſoft-ey'd fiſter pay my court, F 
(Endymion'> rival) and her aid implore, 

New firſt implor'd in ſucrour to the Muſe. 

Thou who didſt lately borrow Cyathia's * form, 
And mcodcftly forego thine own! O thou -Þ 
Who dia. lſt thytelf, at midnight hours, inſpire! 
Say, why not Cynthia, patroneſs of ſong ? 

As thou her creſcent, ſhe thy character 
Aſſumes, ill more a goddeſs by the change. 

Are there demurring wits who dare diſpute 3s 
This revolution in the world inſpir d 
Ye train Pierian] to the lunar ſphere, 
In ſilent hour, addreſs your ardent call 
For aid immortal, leſs her brother's right. | 
She with the ſpheres harmonious nightly leads 4% 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchleſs ſtrain, 
A ſtrain for gods, deny'd to mortal car. 
Tranfinit it h ard, thou Silver Queen of heav n? 

At the Duke of Norfolk': maſquerade. 
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NIGHT THE THIRD. 07 
What title or what name endears thee moſi? 
Cynthia! Cyllene ! Phæbe ! or doſt hear 44 

| With higher guſt, fair P——4 of the fries? 

| Is that the ſott enchantment calls thee down, 

More pow rſul than of old Circean charm ? 
Come, but from heav'nly banquets with thee bring 
The foul of fong, and whiſper in mine car 30 
Tube theſt divine; or in propitious dreams 
{For dreams are thine) transfuſe it thro' the breaſt 
Of thy firſt votary but not thy laſt, 
If, like thy nameſake, thou art ever kind. 
And kind thou wilt be, kind on ſuch atheme; 33 
A theme fo like thee, 2 quite lunar theme, | 
| Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female fair ! 
A theme that roſe all pale, and told my foul 
"Twas night; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier damp, 60 
Than that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb. 
| Narciſſa follows ere his tomb is clos'd. 

Woes cluſter; rare are ſolitary woes; 

They love a train; they tread each other's heel; 

The grief that ſtarted from my lids for him; 

ö | beizes the faithleſs, alienated tear, 


* 


Or ſhares it ere it falls. So frequent Death, 
Sorrow he more than cauſes; he confounds; 
And make diſtreſs diſtraction, Oh, Philander ! 
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What was thy fate? a double fate to me; 

Portent and pain ' a menace and a blow ! 

Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace, | 
Not lefs a bird of omen than of prey. 74 

It call'd Narciffa long before her hevur ; 

It call'd her tender foul by break of bliſs, 

From the firſt bloffom, from the buds of jay; 

Thoſe few our noxious fate unblaſſed leaves { 
In this inclement clime of human life. 80 

Sweet Harmoniſt and beautiful as ſweet! 

And young as beautiful! and ſoft as young! 

And gay as foft ! and innocent as gay 

And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 

For Fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 85 
Like birds quite exquiſite of note and plume, 
Transfix'd by Fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the fummit of the grove ſhe fell, 

And left it unharmonious! all its charm 
Extinguiſh'd in the wonders of her ſong! go 
Her fong ſtill vibrates in my raviſh'd car, 

Still melting there, and with voluptnous pain 
(O to forget her!) thrilling thro” my heart ! 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy! this group 

Of bright ideas, flow rs of Paradiſe, 95 

A yet unforfert ! in one blaze we bind, 

Enecl, and preſent it to the ſkies, as all | 
We gueſs of heav'n; and theſe were all her own; 
Ar 2 ihe was mine; a: dl was—was!——moft bleft-- 
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NaGHT THE THIRD. by 
Gap title of the deepeſt miſery! 100 
As bodies grow more pond'rous robb' d of life, 
Good loit weigh: more in grief than gain'd in joy. 
Like blaſſom d trees v'erturn's by vernal ſtorm, 

Lovely in death the beautevus ruin lay; 

And if in death ſt ill lovely, lovelier there, tog 

Far lovelier | pity ſwells the tide of love. 

And will not the ſevere excuſe a figh? 
Scorn the proud man that is aſham'd to weep. 
Our tears indulg'd in ſeed deferve our ſhame. 
Ye that c er loit an angel, pity me 110 
Soon as the luſtre languiſ d in her eye, 
Dawning 2 dimmer day on human fight, 

And on her cheek, the refidence of Spring, 

Pale Omen fat, and fcatter'd feary around 

On all that faw, (and who would ceaſe to gage 113 

That once had ſeen ?) with haſte, parental haſte, 

I flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid North, \ 

Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 

And bore her nearer to the fun : the tun 
| (Asifthe ſun could envy) check d his beam, 120 

Deny d his wonted ſuccour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping than the bells 

Of lilies, fairelt lilies, not fo fair! 

Queen Lilies! and ye painted Populace | 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambroũal lives! n2g 
mm morn and ev'ning dew your beauries bathe, 

Aud drink the fun, which gives your checks to glow, 
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And outbluſh (mine excepted) ev'ry fair; 

You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 

Which often cropt your odours, incenſe meet 130 
To thought fo pure! Ye lovely Fugitives! | 
Coe val race with man! for man you ſmile ; 
Why not ſmile at him too? You ſhare, indeed, 

So man is made nought miniſters delight 135 ' 
But what his glowing paſſions can engage; | 
And glowing paflions, bent on aught below, 

Muſt, foon or late, with anguiſh turn the ſcale; 

And anguiſh after rapture, how ſevere! 

Rapture? bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taſte, 141 
White here preſuming on the rights of Heav'n. | 
For tranſport doſt thou call on ev'ry hour, 

Lorenzo ? At thy friend's expenſe be wiſe: 

Lean not on earth; 't will pierce thee to the heart; 

A broken reed at beſt ; but oft” a ſpear : 146 
On its ſharp point Peace bleeds and Hope expires. 

Turn, hopeleſsthought | turn from her — Fhovught | 
Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry wo. frepell'd, 
Snatch'd ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! 150 
And when kind Fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd! 
And when high-favour'd thy freſh-op'ning joys! 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs complete! | 
And on a foreign thore, where ſtrangero went! 


Strangers to thee, and, more ſurpriſing fill, 153 
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Strangers to kindneſo, wept. Their eyes let fall 
nhuman tcars; ſtrange tears that trickled down 
' From marble hearts! obdurate tcudernes! 
A tenderneis that call'd them more ſevere, 
| In ſpite of Nature's foft per ſuaſion fteeV'd : 160 
While Nature melted Superſtition rav d; 
That mourn'd the dead, and this deny d a grave. 
| | Their Habs incens dz fighs foreign tothe will! 
Their will the tiger-ſuck'd outrag'd the ſtorm: 
For, oh the curs'dungodhnet> of Zeal! 163 
While ſin ful fleſh relented, ſpirit nuts d 
lu blind Infallibility's embrace, 
The ſainted ipirit petrity d the breaſt, 
r Deny'd the charity of duſt to ſpread 
\ Oerduſt! a charity their dogs enjoy. 170 
What could I do? what fuccour ? what reſource? 
With pious ſacrilege a grave | ſtole; 
Wich impious piety that grave I wrong'd; 
s Short in my duty, coward in my grief! 
More like her murderer than tricnd, I crept 173 
t With foft ſuſpended ſtep, and, muffled deep 
| In midnight darkneſs, whiſper d my laſt ſigh. 
> | Iwhifper'd what ſhould echo thro' their realms, 
Nor writ har name, wholc tomb ſhould pierce theſkies. 
Preſuraptuous fear ! how durſt 1 dread her foes, 850 
# } While Nature's loudeſt dictates I obey'd? 
Pardon necellit y, bleſt Shade ! of grief 
; And indignation rival burſts I pour'd; 


”z rut Contrary. 
Half-execration mingled with my pray'r; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador' d: ug 
Sort grudg d the ſa vage land her facred duſi; 
Stamp'd the curs d foil; and with humanity 
(Deny'd Narciffa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 

Glows my reſentment into guilt ? what guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 

The dead how ſacred ? facred i the duſt 

Of this heads n- labour d form, erect, divine! 
'Fhis heav'n-affum'd, majeſtick, robe of earth 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 
With azure bright, and cloth d the fun in gold. 19. 
When ev'ry paſſion fleeps that can offend; 

When firikes us cv'ry motive that can melt; 

When man can wreak his rancour uncontroll'd, 

That ſtrongeſt curb on infult and illw ill; 

Then! ſpleen to duſt ? the duſt of innocence? 200 | 
An angel's duſt!—-This Lucifer tranſcends; 

When he contended for the Patriarch's bones, 
Las not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; 

The ftrife of pontiſf pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far leſs than this i ſhocking iu a race 295 
Moſt wretched, but from ſireams of mutual love, 
And uncreated, but for love divine; 

And bur for love divine this moment loſt, 
By Fate reſorb'd, and funk in endicfs night. 
Man hard of heart to man! of horrid things a 
Moſt Larrid mid fiupendons highly frange! 
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Yet oft” his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs; 
Pride brandiſhes the favours he confers, 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye Stars! 
And thou, pale Moon turn paler at the found. 416 
Man is to man the fureſt, ſured ill. 
A previous blaſt foretels the riſing ſtorm; 
Oerwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 
Volcanos beliow ere they diſembogue; 230 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour; 
And ſmoke betrays the wide - conſuming fire : 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of Fancy? would ic were! 
Heav'n's ſov'reign faves all beings, but himſelf, 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

Fir d is the Muſe ? and let the Muſe be fir d: 
Who not inflam'd when what he ſpeaks hefeels, 
And in the nerve moſt tender, in hisfriends? 230 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes; 
He felt the truths | fing, and I in him: 
But he nor | feel more. Paſt ills, Nazcifſa! 
Are ſunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs;235 
Pangs num'rous as the num rous ills that fwarm'd 
Oer thy diſtinguiſh d fate, aud cluft'ring there, 
Thick as the locuſt on the land of Nile, 


* 


Made death more dradly, and more dark the grave. 
Fiume 7. CG 
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Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 240 
How was each circumitance with aſpicksarm'd? 
An aſpick each, and all an hydra wo. 


What ftrong Herculcan virtue could ſuffice ?— —| 


Or is it virtue to be conquer'd here? 
This hoary cheek a train of tcars bede wa, 
And each tear mourns its on diſſ inct diſtreſs, 


And each diſtreſs, diſtinct ly mourn'd, demands 
Of grief ſtill more, as heighten'd by the whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes ; | 
Not fricnds alone ſuch obſequies deplore ; 250 | 
They make mankind the mourner ; carry ſighs 

Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way, 

And turn the gayeſt thought of gayeſt age | 
Down their right channel, thro” the vale of death, 
The vale of death] that huſh'd Cimmerian vale, 
Where Darkneſs, Eroodicg o'er unſiniſt d fates, 2;6 | 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day | 

(Dread day !) that interdicts all future change! 
That ſubterranean world, that land of ruin 

Fit walk, Lorenzo | for proud human thought! ao | 
There let my thought expatiate, and exploze 
Balfamick truths and healing fentiments, 

tif all moſt wanted, and mot welcome, here. 

For gay Lozenzo's fake, and for thy own, 

My Soul! The fruits of dying friends ſurvey; 26 
** Expoſe the vain of life; weigh life and death; | 
&« Give death his eulogy ; thy feat ſubdue; 


 — © > F Þ»Þ >» 


> ® CZ OD>2 SV HERA OOCHH 


— 


NIGHT THE THIEN. fe 


And labour that firſt palm of noble minds, 
+ A manly ſcorn of terrour from the tomb. 
This harveſt reap from thy Narciſſa s grave. 270 

| As poers ſeign'd from Ajax' ftreaming blood 

Aroſe, with grief inſcril'd, a mourniut flower, 

Let wiſdlum bloſſom from my mortal wound. 

| And firtt, of dying friends; what fruit from theſe ? 

| 

| 


It brings us more than triple aid; an aid 277 
To chale our thoughileTachs, fear, pride, and guilt. 
Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 

To damp uur brainlefs ardours, aud abate 

That glare of liie which often blinds the wiſe. 

ODiur dying it iends are pioneers, to ſmoath 170 
' Our rugged paſs to death; to break thoſe hart 
Ot terrour and abhorrence Nature throws - 

Crofs our obſtructed way, and thus to make 

4 | Welcome, as ſafe, our port from ev'ry ſtorm. 

| Fachfriend by Fate ſnatck'd from us is a plume 

Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity, 236 

Which makes us ſtoop from our atrial heighes, 
„ And darpp'd with omen of our own deceaſe, 

On drooping pinions of ambition lower d. 
Juſl Kim earth's ſurface ere we break it up, 
Q'er putrid earth to ſcrateh z little duſt, 

And ſave the world a nuiſance. Smitten friends 

fe Are angels tent on errand» full of love; - 

For us they lanyuiſh, and for us they die: 

Ard ſhall they languilh, thall they die, in vain ? 25 
Gi | 


295 
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Ungratefal, ſhall we grieve their hov'ring ſhades, 

Which wait the revolution in our hearts! 

Shall we diſdain their ſilent, ſoft, addreſs, 

Their poſthumous advice, and pious pray'r ? | 

Senſclefs as herds that graze their hallow d graves, 

Tread under foot their agonie and groans, 308 

Fruſtrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths? 
Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulge ; 
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Give it its wholeſome empire let it reign, | 
That kind chaſtiſer of thy ſoul, in joy! Xs * 
les reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, | 
And ſtill the rumults of thy ruffled breaft. 
Auſpicious era! golden days, begin 

The thought of death ſhall, like a god, infpire. 
And why not think on death? ls life the theme 
Of ev'ry thought? and wiſh of ev ry hour? 
And ſong of ev'ry joy? ſurpriſing truth! 
The beaten ſpaniel s fondneſs not fo ſtrange. 
To wave the num'rous ills that ſeize on life I 
As their own property, their lawful prey; 315 | The 
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Ere man has mcaſur'd half his weary ſtage, Still 
His luxuries have left him no reſerve, Tax 
Ne maiden reliſhes, unbroach'd delights: 8 
On cold- ſer v d repetitions he ſubſiſts, 80 y 
And in the taſteleſs preſent chews the paſt; 320 Wh: 
Diſguſted chews, and fcarce can ſwallow down, But 
Like laviſh anceſtors, his earlier years Thr 


Have diſinherited bis future hours, 
Which ſtat ve on orts, and glcaa their former field. 
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[.ive ever here, |.orenzo! —ſkocking thought! 
co ſhocking. they who wiſh diſovn it too: 
Diſown from ſhame hat they from folly crave. 
| Live ever ia the womb, nor fee the light? 
For what live ever here Vith lab'ring ſtep 
Io tread our former footiteps? pace the round 33 
| Eternal! to chmb life's worn heavy wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new ? ro beat, and best, 
| The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 
| The former mock to ſurfeit on the ſame, 
And yawnerw joys! or thank a miſery 727 
For change, tho" fad ? to ſee what we have ſeen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the tame old flabber'd tale? 
| Totaite the rafted, and at each return 
Ile taſtefulꝰ o'er our palates to decant 
ö Another vintage ſtrain a flatter year $47 
| Thro' loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone 
Crazy machines to grind eart';'s waſted fruits 
ll ground. and worfe concocted! load, not hfe* 
The rational foul kenny 1s of exceſs! 
Stll-{treaming thoroughfares of dull debanch! 245 
Trembling exca guip,l-ttde:thfrouiafnatchthe bowl. 
Such of our fine ones is the wiſh refin'd! 
ga would they have it: elegant defire! 
) | Whynotinvite the bellowing ttalls and wilds? 
But ſuck examples might their riot ase. 370 
They" want of virtue, ht is, want of thought, 
G 1; 
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(Tho' on bright thought they father all their flights) 
To what are they reduc d? to love and hate 
The fame vain world; to cenſure and eſpouſe 
This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 255 
Each moment of cach day ; to flatter bad 
'Fhro' dread of worſe; to cling to this rude rock, 
Barren, to them, of good, and ſharp with ills, 
And hourly blacken'd with impending ſtorms, 
And infamous for wrecks of human hope—= 369 
Scar d at the gloomy gulf that yawans beneath. 
Such are their triumphs! ſuch their pangs of joy! 

"Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal ſcene. 
This hugg d, this hideous ſtate, what art can cure? 
One only, but that one what all may reach: 36; 
Virtue—ſhe, wonder-working goddeſs! charms 
That rock to bloom, and tames the painted ſhrew; 
And, what will more ſurpriſe, Lorenzo! gives 
To life's fick, nauſeous, iteration, change, 
And ſtraighteus Nature circle to a lire. 379 
Believ'ft thou this, Lorenzo! lend an car, 
A patient ear, thou li bluſh to diſbelie ve. 

A languid, leaden itcration reigns, 
And ever muſt, o'er thofe whoſe joys are joys 
Of ſight, ſmell, rafte. The cuckoo · ſeaſons ſing 377 
The ſmall dull note to ſuch as nothing prize 
But what thote ſcaſons, from the teeming earth, 
To doting ſenſe indulge: but nobler minds, 
Which reliſh fruits unripen'd by the ſun, 


> A Sd HOSE OOODS 


Make their days various, various as the dyes 380 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 

On minds of dove-like innocence poſſeſs d, 

On lighten d minds, that baſk in virtue s beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 

{a that for which they long, for which they live. 385 
Their glorious efforts, wing d with heav'nly hope, 
Each riſing morning fees ſtill higher riſe ; 

Each bounteous dawn its novelry preſents 

To worth maturing, new ſtrength, luſtre, fame ; 
While Nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 399 
Makes their fair proſpect fairer ev'ry hour, 
Advancing virtue in a line to bliſs; 

Virtue, which Chriſtian motives beſt inſpire! 

And bliſo, which Chriſtian ſchemes alone enſure ! 393 
And ſhall we then, for virtue's fake, commence 
Apoſtates, and turn iafidels for joy? 

A truth it is few doubt, but fewer truſt, 

He fins againſt this life who lights the next,” 
What is this liſe? how few their fav'rite know ? 400 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 

By paſſionately loving life we make 

Lov'd Life unlovely, hugging her to death. 

We give to time eternity's regard, 

And, dreaming, take our paſlage for our port. 4c5 
Life has no value as an end, but means ; 

& end deplorable ! a means divine! 


When tt is our all, t is nothing : worſe than noughe; 
A neſt of pains; when held as nothing, much. 
Like ſome fair hum” riſts, life is moſt cujoy d ao 
When courted leaſt; moſt worth when diſcfteem'd ; 
Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace; 
In proſpe ct richer far; important! awful! 
Not to be mention d but with ſhouts of praiſe! 
Not to be thought on but with tides of joy 415 
The mighty baſis of eternal bliſs ! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted fhrew? 
Where now, Lorenzo! life's eternal round ? 
Have I not made my triple promiſe good? 
Vain is the world, but only to the vain, 425 
To what compare we then this varying ſcene, 
Whoſe worth, ambiguous, riſes and declines ? 
Waxes and wanes? (in all propitious Night 
Afſitts me here) compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herſclf, and indigent, but rich 425 
In borrow d luſtre from a higher ſphere. 
When groſs guilt interpoles, lab'rivg earth, 
O'erſhadow'd, mourns a deep eclipfe of joy ; 
Her joys, at brighteſt, pallid to that font 
Of full effulgent glory hence they flow. 430 

Nor is that glory diſtant. Ch, Lorenzo! 
A good man and an angel! thefe between 
How thin the barrier what divices their fate ? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps « year ; 
Or if an aye, it is a moment ſtill; ar? 
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A moment, or eternity 's forgot. 

Then be what once they were who now are gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the ficies. 

Starts timid Nature at the gloomy paſs? 

The oft tranſition call it, and be cheer d: 440 
Such it is often, and why not to thee ? 

To hope the beit is pious, brave, and wiſe, 

And may itſelf procure what it preſumes. 

Life is much flatter'd, Death is much traduc d; 

* Strange competition — True, Lorenzo! ſtrange! 
80 little life can caſt into the ſcale. 

Life makes the foul dependent on the duſt ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the ſpheres. 
Thro' chinks, fiyl'd organs, dim life peeps at light; 
Death burſts th' involving cloud, and all is day: 458 
All eye, all car, the diſembody'd pow'r. 

Death has feign'd evils nature ſhall not feel; 

Is not the mighty Mind, that fon of heav'n! 433 
By tyrant Life dethron d. impriſon d, pain d? 

By Death enlarg'd, ennobled, deify'd ? 

Death but intombs the body, life the ſoul. 

* Death then guiicleſs ? How he marks his way 
With dreadful waſte of what deſerves to ſhine! 460 
Art, genius, fortune, elevated power! 

Wich various luſtres theſe light up the world, 
Which death puts out, and darkens human race. 
2 
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1 grant, Lorenzo ! this indi ẽ ment juſt : 
The fſagr, peer, potentate, king, conqueror! as 
Death humbles thefe ; more barb rous Life the man. 
Life is the triumph of our mould'ring clay ; | 
Death of the ſpirit infinite ! divine! 

Death has no dread but what frail life imparts, 

Nor life true joy but what kind death improves. 470 


No blif+ has life to boatt, till death can give 


Far greater. Life v a debtor to the grave; 


Dark lattice! letting in cternal day 


Lorenzo! bluſk at f. ndneſs for a life | 
Which fend> celeſtial ſouls on errands vile, 4% 
To cater for the ſenſe, and ferve at boards 
Where ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps | 
| 1.uxurious feaſt ! a fout, a ſoul immortal, 

In all the daiaties of a brute bemir'd! 40 
Lorenzo ! bluſh at terrour for a death 
Which gives thee to repoſe in feſtive bow'rs, 


Where nectarv ſparkle, angels miviſier, 


And more than angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, | 


And eternize, the birth, bloom, burſts of bliſs. 485 
What need | more? O Death! the palm is thine. 

Then welcome, Death] thy dreaded harbingers, 
Age and diſcaſe; Diſeaſe, tho' long my guelt, 
That plucks my nerves, thoſe tender ſtrings of lite, 
Which pluck'sd a little more will toll the bell 490 
That calls my few friends to my funcral ; 
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dert feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant. Death is victory; 493 
e binds in chains the raging ills of lite: 
Luſt and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 
Dragg d at his chariot-wheel, applaud his pow'r. 
That ills corroſive, cares importunate, 
Are not immortal too, O Death! is thine. co 
Our day of diffolution !—name it right, 
' fis our great pay · day; tt is our harveſt, rich 
And ripe. What tho' the fickle, ſometimes keen, 
Tuſt ſcars us as we reap the golden grain ? 
More than thy balm, O Gilead! healsthe wound. c 
Birth's feeble cry, and Death's deep diſmal groan, 
Are ſlender tributes low- t d Nature pays 
For mighty gin: the gain of each a life 
But C the laſt the former fo tranſcends, 
Life dies compur'd; I.ife lives beyond the grave. «10 
And feel I, Death! no joy from thought of thee * 

Death! the great counſellor, who man inſpires 
With ev'ry nobler thought and fairer deed! 
Death! the deliverer whe refcues man! 
Death] the rewarder, who the refcu'd crowns! cy + 
Death! that abfolves my birth, a curſe without it | 
Rich Drath that realizes all my cares, 
Toils, virtucs, hopes; without it a chimera! 

Death ef all pain the period. not of ey 
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Joy's ſource and ſubject ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt; gw 
Oae in my foul, and one in her great fire, 

Tho' the four winds were warring for my duſt. 
Yes, and from winds and waves, and central night, 
Tho prifon'd there, my duſt, too, I reclaim. 

(To duſt when drop proud nature's proudelt ſpheres) 
And live entire Death is the crown of life: «26 
Were death deny d. poor man would live in vain ; 
Were death deny d, to live would not be life: 

Were death deay'd, cen tools would with to die. 
Death wounds to cure; we fall, we riſe, we reign! 


Spring from our fetters, ſaſten in the ſkies, $3t | 


Where blooming Eden wither> in our fight. 

Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt : 

This king of terrours is the prince of peace. 

When ſhall I die to vanity, pain, death? 

When ſhall I dic ?—wheu ſhall I live for ever? 336 
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NIGHT IV. 
THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 


Comaineg 
OUEL GHtY CURE FOR THE FFAR OF DFATE. 


AND PROPER SENTIMENTS OF UEART ON THAT 

INE> TIMABLE BLESSING. 

Humbly inſerib:4 

ro THE HON, MK. YORKE, 
A necu-indebted Muſe, O Yorke! intrudes. 
Amid the ſmiles of fortune and of youth, 
Thine ear is patient of a ſerious ſong. 
How deep implanted in the breaſt of man 
The dread of death? I ing its fov'reign cure. 5 
Why ſtart at Death ? where is he ? Death arriv's, 
bs paſt; not come, or gone; he 's never here. 
Fre hope, ſenſation fails. Black-boding man 
Receives, not ſuffers, Death's tremendous blow. 9 
The knell, the ſhroud. the mattock, and the grave; 
The deep damp vault, the darkneſs and the worm; 
Theſs are the bugbears of a winter's eve, 
The terrours of the living, not the dead; 


Imagination's fool, and Errour's wretch. 
Valume 7. H 
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Nan makes a death which Nature never made, og 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls, 
Aud feels a thouſand deaths in fearing one. 

But were Death frighrful, what has age to fear? 
If prudent, age ſhould meet the friendly foe, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable gloom. 20 
I ſcarce can meet a monument but holds 
My younger; ev'ry date cries Come away.” | 
Apd what recalls me ? look the world around, 
And tell me what. The wiſeſt cannot tell. 

Should any born of woman give his thought 25 
Full range on juſt Diſlike's unbounded ficld ; 

Ot things the vanity, of men the flaws; 

Flaws in the beſt ; the many flaw all o'er ; 
As leopard ſpotted, or as Ethiops dark; 

Vivacious ul; good dying immature ; 30 
(How immature Narcifſa's marble tells) 

And at its death bequeathing endlefs pain: 

His heart, thoꝰ bold, would ſicken at the ſight, 
And ſpend itſclf in fighs for future ſcenes. 

But grant to life (and juſt it is to grant 35 
To lucky life) ſome perquiſites of joy; 

A time there is when, like a thrice-told tale, 
Long-rifled life of ſweet can yield no more, 

But from our comment on the comedy, | 
Pleaſing refle ctions on parts well- ſuilain d. 4⁰ 
Or purpos d emendations where we fail d, 

Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 


Ezrers east: Sr serer 24 


NIGHT TRE FOURTH. 97 


| When, on their exit, ſouls are bid unrobe, 

Toſs Fortune back her tinſel and her plume, 

And drop this maſk of ficſh behind the ſcene. as 
With me that time is come ; my world is dead; 

A new world riſes, and new manners reign. 

d | Foreign comedians, a ſpruce band ! arrive, 

To puſh me from the ſcene, or hifs me there. 

What a pert race ſtarts up the rangers gaze, 30 
And I at them; my neighbour is unknown; 

Nor that the worſt. Ah mel the dire eſſect 

$ | Ofloit'ring here, of death defrauded long. 

Of old fo gracious (and let that ſuffice) 

My very maſter knows me not. 35 

Shall | dare ſay peculiar is the fate? 

I've been fo long remember d I'm forgot. 

An object ever preſſing dims the fight, 

Aud hides behind its ardour to be ſeen. 

When in his courtiers ears | pour my plaint, 60 

They drink it as the nectar of the great, 

And ſqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow. 

* Refuſal! canſt thou wear a ſmoother form ? 
indulge me, nor conceive | drop my theme. 

Who cheapens life abates the fear of death. 65 
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Wiſhing, of all employments is the worſt; 
Philoſophy's reverſe, and health's decay 
Were | as plump as tall'd Theology, 
Wiſhing would waite me to this thade again. | 
Were | as wealthy as a South-ica dream, 74 
Wiſhing is an enpeihent to be poor 
Wiſhing, that conſtant hectick of a fool, 
Caught at a court, purg'd off by purer air 
And fimples di t. gifts of rural life! 

Bleit be that hand divine which gent!y laid 30 
diy heart at reſt beneath this humble ſhed. 
The world s a ſtattly bark, on dang'rous feas | 
With pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peril : 
Here on a fingle plank, throws ſafe aſhore, | 
I hear the tumult of the duiſtant throng, df | 
As that of ſcas remote, or dying ſtorms, 
And meclitate on ſcenes more ſilent till, 
Purſue my theme, and fight the fear of death. 
Here, like a ſheyherd gag ing from his hut, | 
Touching his reed. or leaning on his ſtaff, go 
Eager 4mbition's fiery chate | ſee; 4 
I ſee the circhag hunt of noiſy men 
Burſt law's encloſure. leap the mounds of right, 
PFurſuing and purſu d, each other's prey; 
As wolves for rapine, as the fox for wiles, 97 
Till Death, that mighty hunter, carths them all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
What the we wade in wealth, os ſoar in tame? 
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Farth's higheſt ſtation ends in, Here he lies;” 
And © duſt to duſt” concludes her nobleſt ſong. 1c o 
If chis ſong lives, poſterity ſhall know 
One, tho in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a daytoo late, 
Nor on his ſubtle deathbed plann'd his ſcheme 
For future vacancies in church or ſtate, cs 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich, 
Guilt's blunder ! and the loudeſt laugh of Hell. 

O my Cocvals! remnants of yourſelves! 
Poor human ruins tott'ring o'er the grave 110 
Shall we, ſhall aged men, like aged trees, 
Strike deeper their vile root, and cloſer cling, 
still more cnamour'd of this wretched foil ? 
Shall our pale wither'd hands be ſtill ftretch'd out. 
Trembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age? 115 
With av'rice and convulſions, graſping hard? 
Graſping at air! for what has earth beſide ? 
Man wants but little. nor that little long: 
How ſoon muſt he refign his very duſt, 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an hour! 120 
Years unexperienc'd ruth on num'rous ills : 
And foon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years ! backward lock, 
And mifs fuch numbers, numbers, too, of fuch x25 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
HE 


1 
To play life's ſubtle game, | ſcarce believe 
I ſtill furvive. And am | fond of life, | 
Who ſcarce can think it poſſible l live? 120 
Alive by miracle! or, what is next, 
Alive by Mead if | ara il] alive. 
Who long have bury'd what gives liſe to live, 
Firmnefs of nerve. and cnergy of thought. 
Life's lee is not more ſhallow than impure 134 
And vapid: Senſe and Reaſon ſhi w the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the dul. 
© thou great Arbiter of life and death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun! 
Whoſe all-prolifick beam late call'd me forth 140 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where i lay 
The worm's inferiour, and. in rank, beneath 
The duſt I tread on, high to bear my brow, 
To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in exiſtence, and couldt know 147 
No motive but my bliſs, and haſt ordain'd 
A riſe in bleſſing! with the Patriarch's joy 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown; 
I trutt in thee, and know in whom | truſt : 
Or life or death is equal; neither weighs; 150 
All weight in this—O let me live to thee! | 
Tho' Nature's terrours, thus, may be repreſt, 
Still frownsgrim Death; guilt pointsthetyrant'sſpear. 
And whence all humar guilt? From death forgot. 
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Ah me! cow long |} ſet at nought the frarm 255 
Af ſriendiy warnings which around me flew, 

And ſmil d unſmitten. Small my cauſe to ſmile! 
Death's admonitions, like ſhafts upwards ſhot, 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 

Theyfirike our hearts the det per istheir wound: 160 
O think how deep. Larenzo here it ſtings; 

Who can appcaſe its anguiſh ? How it burns! 

What hand the bard'd,cnvenom's, thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 
And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb? 165 
With joy,—with grief, that healing hand I ſee: 
Ah! too cnipicuous! it is fix'd on high. 

On high? hat means my frenzy? I blaſpheme : 
Alas! how low ? how far beneath the ſkies? 

The ſkies it form'd, and now it bleeds for mne 170 
But bleeds the bahn want yet ſtill it bleeds; 
Draw the dire ſtecel—ah, no! the dreadful bleſſing 
What heart or can ſuſtain or dares forego? 

There hangs all human hope; that nail ſopports 
The falling univerſe : that gone we drop; 175 
Horrour reccives us, and the diſmal wiſh 

Creation had been ſmother'd in her birth— 
Darknef. his curtain, and his bed the duſt, 

When ſtars and {un are duſt beneath his throne; 

In heav'n ĩtſelt can ſuch indulgence d well? 180 
O what 2 groan was there! a groan not his: 

He ſeia d our dreadful right, the load ſuſtain d, 
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And heaw'd the mountain from a guilty wrd. 
A thouſand worlds, ſobought, were bought too dear: 
Senſations new in angels boſoms riſe, 185 
Suſpend their ſong, and make a pauſe in bliſs, 
O for their ſong to reach my lofty theme! 
Inſpire me, Night! with all thy tuneful ſpheres, 
Whilſt | with ſeraphs ſhare ſeraphick themes, 
And ſhew to men the dignity of man, 190 
Leſt | blaſpheme my ſubject with my ſong. 
Shall Pagan pages glow celeſtial flame, 
And Chriſtian languiſh ? On our hearts, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy. My heart! awake : 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 195 
* Expended Deity on human weal?” | 
Feel the great truths which burſt the tenfold night 
Of Heathen errour with a golden flood 
Of endleſs day. To feel isto be fir'd; 
And to believe, Lorenzo! is to feel. 200 
Thou moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous Pow'r! 
Still more tremendous for thy wondrous love! 
That arms with awe more awful thy commands, | 
And foul tranſgreſſion dips in {cv 'nfold guilt; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe! 20g 
In love immenſe, in violably juſt! 
Thou, rather than thy juſtice ſhould be ftain'd, 
Didit tain the croſs; and, work of wonders far 
The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed. 
Bold thought! ſhall I dare ſpeak it or repreſs? 219 
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chouid man more execrate or boaſt the gui ¶ Alam d? 
Which rous'd ſuch vengeance ? which ſuch love in- 
bier guile (how mountainous!) with outfiretch's 
Stern Juſtice and foft-ſmiling Love, embrace, [arms 
5ypporting, is full majeſty, thy throne, 215 


O how are both exaked by the deed! 
The wondrous dred ! or ſhall | call it more? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itſelf ! 
A myſtery no leſs to gods than men 
Not thus our infidels th' Eternal draw, 215 
A God all- o' er confurnmate, abſolute, 
Full ord'd, in his whole round of rays complete : 
They fet at ad. Heav'n's jarring attributes, 
And wich one excellence another wound; 
Maim Heav'n's perfection, break its equal beams, 
Undæify d by their opprobrious praiſe. 
A God all merey is a God unjuſt. | 
Ye brainleſs Wits! ye baptiz'd Infidels? 
Ye work: for mending! waſh'd to fouler tains! 235 
The ranſom was paid down; the fund of heav'n, 
Heav'n's mexhauſtible, exhauſted fund. 
— 4Amazingand n d, pour'd forth the price, 
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All price beyond: tho' curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to cat the mighty ſum : 240 
Its value vaſt ungrafſp'd by minds create, 
For ever hides and glows in the Supreme. 
And was the ranſom paid it was; and paid 
(What can enalt the bounty mare?) for you. | 
The ſun beheld it. No, the ſhocking ſcene 245 
Drove back his chariot : midnight veil'd his face; 
Not ſuch as this, not ſuch as Nature makes; 
A midnight Nature ſhudder'd to behold; 
A midnight new! a dread eclipſe. (without 
Oppoſing ſpheres) from her Creator s frown! 250 
Sun! didſt thou fly thy Maker's pain? or ſtart 
At that enormous load of human guilt 
Which bow'd his bleſſed head, o erw helm d his croſa, 
Made groan the centre, burſt earth s marble womb 
Withpangs, ſtrange pangs' deli ver d of her dead? 255 
Hell howl'd; and heav'n that hour let fall a tear: 
—— 
Might never die [man 
And is devation virtue? "tis compell'd. 249 
What heart of ſtone but glows at thoughts like theſe: 
Such contemplations mount us, and ſhould mount 
The mind ftill higher, nor ever glance on man 262 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd. — Where roll my thoughts 
Ta reſt from wonders? other wonders riſe, 
And ſtrike here er they roll: my ſoul is caught: 265 
Heav'g'sfov' reign bleſſingo, cluſt'ring from the croſs, 
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Rull on her, in a throng, and cloſe her round, 

The pris ner of amaze lu his bleſt life 

I ſee the path, and in his death the price, 

And in his great aſcenc the proof ſupreme, 270 
Of immortality. — And did he rife ? | 

Hear, O ye Nations! hear it, O ye Dead! 

He roſe ! he roſe! he burſt the bars of death. 

Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting Gates! 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 275 
Who is the King of Glory? he who left 

His throne of glory for the pang of death. 

Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting Gates! 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory? he who flew 2380 
The rav nous foe that gorg d all human race! 

The King of Glory he, whoſe glory fill d 

Heav'n with amazement at his love to man, 

Pow'rs moſt illumin d wilder d in the theme. 285 
The theme, the joy, how then ſhall man ſuſtain? 
Oh, the burſt gates! cruſh'd ſting! demolifh'd throne! 
Laſtgaſpofvanquiſh'd Death. Shout, earthandheav 'n, 
This ſum of good to man! whoſe nature then | 
Took wing, and mounted wich him from the tomb. 
Then, then, I roſe; then firſt humanity 191 

Triumphant paſt the cryſtal ports of light, 
(Stupendous gueſt!) and feiz'd eternal youth, 
Scia d in our name. E'cr ſince tis blaſphemous 
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To call man mortal. Man's mortality 297 
Was then transferr d to death; andhbeav'n's duration 
Unalienably feal'd to this frail frame, 


This child of duſt. —— Man, all-iramortal! hail; 
Hail, Heav'n! all laviſh of ſtrange gifts to man 
'Thine all the glory, man's the boundleſs blifs. 3co 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme, 
On Chriſtian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian mount! Alas! ſmall cauie for joy 
What if to pain immortal? if extent 
Of being, to preclude a clofe of wo ? 30g 
Where, then, my boaſt of immortallty? 
I boaſt it ſtill, tho cover's o'er with guilt: 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pout d; 
"Tis guilt alone can jultify his death; 
Nor that, unleſs his death can juſtify zto 
Relenting guilt in Heav' a's indulgent ſighr. 
If, fick of folly, I releat, he writes 
My name in heav'n with that inverted ſpear 
(A ſpear deep-dipt in bloce!) which piert d his fide, 
And open'd there a font for all mankind, Ir; 
Who ftrive, who combat crimes, to drink and live: 
This, only this, fubdues the fear of death. 

And what is this? Jurvey the wondrous cure, 
And at each ftep let higher wonder rife! 
Pardon for inſiuite offence! and pardon 329 
** Thro' means that ſpeak its value infnite! 
++ A pardon bought with bloed with blood diving 


With blood drvine of him | made my foe! 

« Perſiſted tu provoke | tho' wood and a d; 

n Bleſt, and chaſtis d, 2 Hlagtant rebel ſtill 32S 
« A rebel niclit the tuunders of has throne | 

Nor | alone! a rebel vniverte! 

My fpecies up in arms! not one exempt ' 

« Yet for the touleſt of the foul ke dies, 

« Moſt joy'd for the redeem d of deepeſt guilt 
As if out race were held of higheſt rank, 32 
And Godkead dearer, as more kind to man 

Bound cv ry heart ! and ev ry boſom burn 
O what a ſcale of miracles is here 
Its loweſt round high planted on the ſkies, 354 
Its tow ring ſummit loſt beyond the though: 

Ot man or angel! Oh that | could climb 

The wonderful aſcent with equal praiſe 

Praiſe ! low for ever, (o aitonunhment 

Will give thce leave) my praiſe! for ever flow; 249 
Praiſe ardent, cordial, conitant. to high heav'n 

More fragrant than Arabia facrific'd; 

| And all her ſpicy mouatains in xfame. 

So dear, fo duc to Heav'n, ſhall Praiſe deſcend 
Wia her foft plame (trom plauſive angels wing 
Firſt piuck's by man) to tickle mortal ears, 346 
Thus diving in the puckets of the great? 

I praiſe the perquiſite of ev'ry paw, 
Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
Ch love of guld thou meaneſt of amour: 350 
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Sha!l Praiſe her odours waſte on virtues dead, 
Embalm the baſe, perfume the tench of guilt, 
Earn dirty bread by waſhing Echiops fair, 
Removing filth, or ſinking it from ſight, 
A ſcavenger in ſcenes where vacant poſts, 353 
Like gibbets yet untenanced, expet 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones 
Return, apoſtate Praiſe! thou vagabond ! 
Thou proftitute ! to thy firſt love return, 
Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once uarivall'd theme. 360 
There flow redundant, like Meander flow, 
Back to thy fountain, to that parent pow'r 
Who gives the tongue to found, the thought to ſoar, 
The foul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful eye they bow, 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 366 
Of guilt to guile, and turn their backs on thee, 
Great Sire whom thrones celeſtial ceaſeleſs fing, 
To proſtrate angels an amazing ſcene! 
O the preſumption of man's awe for man! — 370 
Man's ! End! Reſtorer! Law! and Judge! 
Thine all; Day thine, and thinethis gloom of Night, 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds. 
What night eternal but a frown from thee ? 
What heav'n's meridian glory but thy ſmile? 375 
And ſhall not praiſe be thine, not human praiſe, 
While heav'n's high hoſt on hallelujahs live? 
O may l breathe no longer than I breathe , 
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My foul in praiſe to him who gave my ſool, 
And all her infinite of proſpect fair, 390 
Cut thro' the ſhades of hell, great Love! by thee, 
Oh moſt adorable | moſt unador d 
Where er | turn, what claim on all applauſe ! 
How is Night's fable mantle labour d o'er, 385 
How richly wrought with attributes divine! 
Built with di vine ambition! nought to thee; 
For others this profuſion. Thou apart, 390 
Above! beyond! Oh tell me mighty Mind! 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep? 
Call to the ſun? or aſk the roaring winds 

For their Creator? ſhall ] queſtion loud | 
The thunder, if in that th” Almighey dwells? 395 
Or holds he furious ſtorms in ſlraiten d reias, 

And bids fierce whirtwinds wheel his rapid car? 
What meantheſe queſtions? Trembling Iretract: 
My proſtrate ſoul adores the preſent Cod. 
Praiſe | a diſtant Deity ? He tunes 400 
My voice (if tun'd;) the nerve that writes ſuſtains ; 
Wrapp'd in bis being I reſound his praile : 
But tho! patt all diffus d. without a ſhore 
tlisefſence, local is his throne (as meet) 
To gather the diſpers d (as ſtandards call 40s 
The liſted from afar ;) to fix a point, 
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A central point, collective of his fons, 
diner finite ev'ry nature but his own. 

The nameleſs He, whoſe nod is Nature's bieth, 
And Nature's ſhield the ſhadow of his hand; 410 
Her <ffoincor} his ſuſpended ſmile! 

Ide great tHirit-Laſt ? pwilion'd high he fits 

In darkneſe from cxceſſi ve fplendour borne, 

By yods unſeen, unleſ thro” luſtre lutt. 

His glory, to created glory, bright, arg 
As that to central horrours : he looks dawn 

On all that ſoars, and. ſpars im menſit y. 


Tho' night enpamber's worlds unfolds to view, | 


Boundleſs Creatien! what art thou? a beam, 

A mere eſfluvium of his majeſty. | 420 
And ſhall an atom of this atom- world 

Mutter, in duſt and fin, the theme of heav'n ? 
Down to the centre ſhould | fend ray thought 
'Thro' beds of glict'ring orc and glowing gema, 
Their bepgar d blaze wants luſtre for my lay; 425 
Goes out in darkneſs : if, on tow ring wing, 

! fend it thro the boundleſs vault of ſtats, 

( Phe ftars, tho” rich, what drofs their gold to thee, 
Great ! good! wite ! wonderſu}! eternal King!) 

If to thole conſcious lars thy throne around, 430 
Praiſe ever-pouring, and im bibing bliſs, 

And alk their ſtrain: thev.want it, more they want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their ſublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold; 
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Indebeed fill, their higheſt rapture burns, 8 43g 

Short of its mark, defeQtive, tho” divine. 

Still more this theme is man's, and man's alone; 

Their vaſt appointments reach it not ; they ſee 

On earth a bounty not indulg d on high, 

And downward look for heav'n's fuperiour praiſe! 

| Firit-born of Ether! high in fields of light! 441 

View man, to fee the glory of your God! 

Could angels envy, they had envy d here: 

And ſome did envy; and the reft, tho' gads, 

Yer ſtill gods unredeem d. (chere triumph man, 445 

Tempted to weigh the duſt againſt the ſkies) 

They leſs would feel, tho' more adorn my theme. 

They ſung creation (for in that they ſhar d) 

| How roſe in melody that child of Love! 

| Creation's great ſuperiour, man ! is thine; 

Thine is redemption; they juſt gave the key; 

Tis thine to raiſe and eternize the ſong, 

| Tho' human, yet divine; for ſhould not this 

| Raiſe man o'er man, and kindle ſeraphs here? 

Redemption! t was creation mare ſublime; 49 

Redemption ! t was the labour of the ſkies; 

Far more than labour——it was death in heav'n. 

A truth ſo ſtrange, t were bold to think it true, 

If not far bolder ſtill to diſbelieve. 4'9 

Here pauſe and ponder. Wastheredeathinheay'n? 

What then on earth? on earth. which ſtruck the blow ? 

Who ſtr uck it? Who'—Q how is man enlarg's, 
Liiz 
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Seen thro' —_——— 
How counterpois'd his origin from daſt ! 

How counterpois d to duft his fad return! 

How voided his vaſt diſtance from the ſkies? - 
How near he-prefles on the feraph's wing! 

Which is the feraph ? which the born of clay ? 

How this demonſtrates, thro' the thickeft cloud 

Of guilt and clay conden · d. the fon of Heav'n! 470 
The double fon: the male, and the remade ! 

And ſhall Heav'n's double property be loſt ? 
Man's double madnefs only can deſtrov. 

To man the bleeding Croſs has promis d all; 

The bleeding Crofs has ſworn eternal grace. 474 
Who pave his life, what grace ſhall he deny? 

O Ye ! who from this rock of ages leap 

Apoſtzrtes, plungiag keadlong in the deep! 

What cardial joy, what conſolation ſtrong, 
Whatrver winds ariſe, or billows roll! 480 
Hur int reſt in the Maſter of the ſtorm: 

Cling there, and in wreck'd Nature's ruins ſmile, 
While vile apoſtates tremble in a calm. 

Man! know thyſelf: all wiſdom centres there. 
To none man fecms ignoble but to man. 43; 
Angels that grandeur men o erlok admire : 

How long ſhall human nature be their book, 
Degen rate Mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
The beant dim reaſon ſhedshews wonders there : 
What high contents! illuſtriors facultics! 499 
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But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 

Our human height, ſcarce ſever'd from divine, 

By Heav'n compos'd, was publiſh d on the croſs. 
Who looks on that, and ſecs not in himfelf 

An awful firanger, a terreſtrial god ? 494 

A glorious partyer with the Deity 

in that high attribute, immortal life? 

HA God bleeds, he bleeds rot for a worm. 

ene. and as | paze my mounting foul 

Catches ſtranpe fire, Eternity] at thee, co 

And drops the world-—or, rather, more enjoys. 

How chan d the face of Nature ! how improv'd! 

What ſcem'd a chaos ſhines a glorious world, 

Or what a world an Eden; heighrten'd all! 

It is another ſcene! another felt! 303 

And ſt ill another, as time roll along, 

And that a ſelf far mor: illuſtrious ſt ill. 

Beyond long ages, vet roll'd up in ſhades 

Unpierc'd by bold Con;ecure's keeneſt ray, 

What evolutions of furpriling Fate 510 

How Nature opens, and receives my foul 

In houndle fs walks of raptur'd thought! where gods 

Encounter and embrace me! What ve births 

Ot range adventure, foreign to the ſun, 

Where what now charms, perhans whate'er exiſts, 

Old time, and fair creation, are forgot ! 316 
Is this extravagant ! of man we form 

Extravagant conception to be juſt ; 
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Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him: 

Beyond its reach the Godhead only more. 320 

He the great Father ! kindled at one flame | 

The world of rationals ; one fpirit pour d 

From ſpirits awful Fountain; pour'd himſelf 

Thro' ail their ſouls, but not in equal ſtream, 

Profuſe, or frugal, of th' inſpiring God, 325 

As his wiſe plan demanded; and when paſt 

Their various trials, in their various {phercs, 

if they continue rational, as mar, 

Neſorbs them all into hin ſelf again, 529 

His throne their centre, and his ſmile their crown. 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ſing, 

Tho yet unſung, as deem'd. perhaps, too bold? 

Angels are men of a ſuperiour kind; 

Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 

High o'er celeſtial mountains wing' d in flight; $35 

And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 

Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 

And ſlipp'ry ſtep, the bottom of the ſteep. 

Angels their failings, mortals have their praiſe : 

While here, of corps ethereal, ſuch enroll'd, 340 

And ſummon d to the glorious ſtandard ſoon, 

Which flames erternul crimion thro the tkies, 

Nor are our brothers thoughtleſe of their kin, 

Yet abſent ; but not abſent from their love. 

Michacl has fought our battics 5 Raphact fung 745 

Our triumphs; Gabricl on our errands flown, 
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gent by the Sov'reign : and are theſe, O Man 

Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and thou (ſhame burn 

| The check to cinder |) rival to the brute? + 
Religion 's all. Deſcending from the ſkies 570 

To wretched man, the goddeſs in her left 

Holes out this world, and in her right the next. 

Religion! the ſole voucher man is man ; 

Supporter fole of man above himſelf; 

Fs n in this nicht of frailty, change, and death, «5x5 

She gives the ſoul a ſonl that act. a god. 

Religion! providence ! an aiter-ſtate ! 

Here is firm footing ; here i folid rock; 

This can ſupport us; all is ſea befides 3 

Sinks under us ; beſtorms, and then devours. 360 

His hand the guod man taſtens on the ſkies, 

And bids carth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

4s when a wretch, from thick polluted air, 

Darkneſs and fench, and ſuffocatug damps, 

and durge on horrours, by kind Fate diſcharg d, 568 

Climb fonte fair eminence, where ether pure 

Surrounds him, and Elyſian proſpects riſe, 

His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load, 

As if new-born he triumphs in the change; 

So joys the ſoul, when from irg lorious aims 270 

And fordid ſweets, from feculence and froth 

Of ties terreitrial fer at large, ſhe mounts 

To Reafon's region, her own element, 

Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the ſkies. 
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Religion ! thou the ſoul of happinefs, 475 
And, groaning Calvary ! of thee : there ſhine 
The nobleſt truths; there ſtronge ſt motives ſting ; 
There ſacred violence afſaults the ſoul; 
There nothing but compulſion is forborn. 
Can love allure us? or can terrour awe ? 580 
He weeps !—the falling drop puts out the ſun. 
He fighs '—the figh earth's deep foundation ſhakes, 
If in his love fo terrible, what then 
His wrath inflam'd his tenderneſs on fire 
Like foft, ſmooth oil, outblazing other fires? 283 
Can pray r, can praiſe. avert it — ſhou, my all! 
My theme! my infpiration ! and my crown! 

My ſtrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! 

My ſoul's ambition! pleafure, wealth !—my world 
My light in darkneſs! and my life in death! 390 
My boaſt thro' time bliſs thro' crernity ! 
Eternity, too ſnort to ſpeak thy praiſe, 

Or fathom thy profound of luve to wan ! 

To man of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me; 

My facrifice ! my God hat things are theſe ' £94 
What then art thou? by what name ſhall I call thee ? 
Knew I the name devout archangels uſe, 

Devout archangeis ſhouid the name enjoy, 

By me unrivall d; thoufands more fublime, 

None half ſo dear as that which, tho' unſpoke, 6c 
Still glows at heart. O how Omnipotence 

I loſt in love! thou great Philanthropiſt! 
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Father of angels hut the friend of man 
Like jacob, fondeit of the younger born! 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood! 606 
How art thou plcas'd by bounty to diitreſs ! 
To make us groan bencath our gratitude, 
Too big for birth | to favour and confound ; 
To challenge. and to diſtance all return! 610 
Of laviſh love ſtupendous heights to ſoar, 
Aud leave Praile panting in the diſt ant vale ! 
Thy right too great defrauds thee of thy due, 
And facrilegious our ſublimeſt fong. 
But ſince the naked will obtains thy fmile, 615 
Beneath this monument of praife unpaid, 
And future life ſymphonious to my ſtrain, 
(That nobleſt hymm to Heav'n!) for ever lie 
| latomb'd my fear of death! and ev'ry fear, 
The dread of ev'ry evil, but thy frown. 620 
Whom ſce i youcr fo demurely ſmile ? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their reſt. 
Ye Quietilts! in homage to the tkies! 
Screnc | of ſoſt addrets! who mildly make 
An unobtruſive tender of your hearts, 625 
Abhorring violence] who halt indeed, 
But, for the blefling, wreſtle not with Heav'n ! 
Think you my ſong too turbulent? too warm? 
Are pallions, then, the pagans of the ſoul ? 
Reafon alone baptiz d alane ordﬀin's 633 
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To touch things facred ? Oh for warmer ſtill 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rs: | 
Oh for an humbler heart and prouder foug! 
Thou, my much · inj ur d Theme with that ſoft eye 
Which melted o'er doom' Salem, dcign to look 635 
Compaſion to the coldnefs of my breaft, 
And pardon to the winter in my itrain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formalitts | 
Cn ſuch a theme tt is impious to be calm: 
Laſſion ts reaſon, tranſport temper, here. ban 
Shall Heav'n, which gave us arduur, and has ſtic vn 
Her own for man fo ſtrongly, not diſdain 
What f:nouth cmollients in theology, 
P.ecumbent Virtuc' downy doctors, preach, 
"That profe of picty, a lukewarm proite ? 64 
Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe uninſtam' d 
Devotion when luke warm is unde vout; 
But when it glows, its heat is {truck to heav'a ; 
To human hearts her golden harps are ſtrung ; 
High heav'a's orcheſtra chaunts amen to man. 650 

Hear l, or dream I hear their diſtant ſtrain, 
Sweet to the foul. and taſting itrong af heav'n, 
Soft- wafted on celeſtial Pity's plume, 
Thro' the val! ſpaces of the univerte, 
To chcer me in this melancholy gloom ? 67 
Oh when will death (now ftinglcfs) like a friend 
Admit me of their choir ? Oh when will death 
This moul2'ring, old, partition-wall throw down ? 
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Cive beings, one in nature, one abode ? 

Oh Death divine that giv'ſt us to the ſkies : 

Great future ! glorious patron of the paſt 

And preſent ! when thall I thy ſhrine adore? 

From Nature's continent, immenſely wide, 

Inmenſcly bleſt. this little iſle of life, 

This dark incarcerating colony 66x 

Divides us. Happy day that breaks our chain! 

That manumit»; that calls from exile home; 

That leails to Nature's great metropolis, 

And readmits us, thru the guardian hand 

Ol elder brothers, to our Father's throne, 679 

Who hears our Advocate, and thro' his wounds 

Beholding man, allows that tender name. 

Tis this makes Chriſtian triumph a command; 

"Tis this makes joy a duty to the wiſe. 

'Tis impious in a good man to be ſad. 675 
Seeſt thou, Lorenzo, where hangs all our hope * 

Touch'd by the croſs we live, or more than die; 

That touch which touch'd not angels; more divine 

Than that which touch'd confuſion into form, 

And darkneſs into glory: partial touch! 68% 

Ineffably preeminent regard 

Sacred to man, and ſov'reign thro” the whole 

Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 

From heav'a thro all duration, and ſupports, 

la one illuſtrious and amazing plan, 685 

Thy welfare, Nature ' and thy God's renown. 
Feume J. K 
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That touch, with charms celeſtial, heals the foul 
Diſeas d. drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
Turnscarthtoheav'n, to heav'nly thrones transforms 
The ghaſtly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. 690 

Doſt aſ me when ? When he who dy'd returns; 
Returns, how chang'd! where then the man of wo? 
In Glory's terrours all the Godhead burns, 
And all his courts, exhauſted by the tide 
Leave a ſtupendous folitude in heav'n ; 
Repleniſh'd ſoon, repleniſh'd with increaſe 
Of pomp and multitude ; a radiant bard 
Of angels new, of angels from the tomb. 

ls this by fancy thrown remote? and riſe 700 
Dark doubts between the promiſe and event? 
I ſend thee not to-volumes for thy cure; 
Read Nature; Nature is a friend to truth; 
Nature is Chriſtian; preaches to mankind, 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. c 
Haſt thou ne er ſeen the comet's flaming flight? 
Th illuſtrious ſtranger paſſing, terrour ſheds 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Thro' depths of ether ; coaſts unnumber'd worlds 710 
Of more than ſolar glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty cape; and then reviſits earth, 
From the long travel of a thouſand years. 
Thus at the deſtin d period ſhall return 
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Ke, ance on earth, who bids the comet blaze, 725 
And with him all our triumph oꝰ er the tomb. 
Nature is dumb on this important point, 

Or Hope precarious in low whiſper breathes; 

Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtinct: ev's adders hear, 

Faith builds a bridge acroſ the gulf of death, 

To break the ſhock blind Nature cannot ſhun, 

And la. as Thought ſmoathly on the farther ſhore. 

Death's terrour is the mountain faith removes, 

That mountain-barrier between man and peace. 725 
'Tis faith diſarms Deſtruction, and abſolves 

From ev ry clam'rous charge the guiltleſs tomb. 
Why diſbelieve ? Lorenzo“ Reaſon bids, 

* All-acred Reaſon.” — Hold her facred fill; 

Nor ſhalt thou wan: a rival in thy flame: 730 
All- ſacred Reaſon | ſource and ſoul of all 

Demanding praiſe an earth, or earth above! 

My heart is thine : deep ig its inmoſt folds 

Live thou wich lite; live dearer of the two. 

Wear | the blefſed crofs, by Fortune famp's 724 

on paſſive Nature hefore Thought was born? 

My bicth's blind bigot! fir d with local zeal! 

No; Reaion rebaptia d me when adult; 

Weigh d true and falſe in her impartial ſcalc ; 

My heart became the convert of my head, 74s 
And made that choice which once was but my fate. 

on argument alone my faith is built. 

Ki 
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Reaſon purſu'd is faith; and unpurſu'd, y 
Where proof invites, t is reafon then no more: 
And ſuch our proof, that or our faith is right, 945 
Or Reaſon lies, and Heav'n defign'd it wrong. 
Ablolve we this? what then is blaſphemy ? 
Fond as we are, and juſtly fond of faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard; 
he mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 730 
Reaſon the root, fair Faith is but the flow'r : 
The fading flow'r ſhall die, but Reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies, 
When faith is virtue, reaſon makes it ſo, 
M rong not the Chriſtian ; think not reaſon your's ; 
lis reaſon our great Maſter holds fo dear; 736 
is reaſon's injur d rights his wrath reſents; 
*Tis Rcaſon's voice obey'd his glories crown : 
To give loſl reaſon life he pour d his own. 
Belicve, and fhew the reaſon of 2 man; 769 
Believe, and taſte the pleafure of a god; 
Belicve, and look with triumph cn the tomb. 
Fhro' reafon's wounds alone thy faith can die, 
Which dying, tenfold terrour gives to Death, 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal ſting. 765 
Learn heuce what honours, what loud paans, due 
To thoſe who puſh our antidote aſide ; 
Thote boaſted friends to reaſon and to man, 
Whoſe fatal love ſtabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 769 


Drath's terrour heighten'sd, gnawing on his heart. 
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Theſe pompous ſons of reaſon idoliz'd, 
And vilify d at once ; of reaſon dead, 
Then deity d, as mwnarchs were of old; 
Whos conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
While love of truth thro all their camp teſounds, 7 7; 
They draw Pride's curtain o'er the noontide ray, 
Spike up their inch of reaſon on the point 
Of philoſophick wit, call'd Argument, 
And then exultiag in their taper, cry, 
*+ Brhold the fun; and, Indigo-like, adore. 583 

Talk they of morals? O thou bleeding Lovt 
Thou Maker of new morals to mankind! 
The grand morality is love of thee. 
As wiſe as Socrates, it ſuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that ſublime renown) 75; 
As wiſe as Socrates might jultly land 
The definition of a modern fool. ö 

A Chriſtian is the higheſt ityle of man. 
And is there who the bleiſed croſs wipes off, 
As a foul blot, from his diſtonour'd brow ? 239 
If angels tremble, tis at ſuch a ſight: 
The wretch they quit, deſponding of their charge, 
More ſtruck with grief or wonder who can tell? 

Ye fold to ſenſe: ye Citizens of earth! 


(For ſuch alone the Chriſtian banner fly) 735 
Know ye how wife your choice, how great your gain? 
Behold the picture of earth's happieſt man : 


Ace calls his with, it comes; he ſendsit back, 
K i 
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And ſays he calFd another; that arrives, 
Meets the ſame welcome; yet he till calls on; dc o 
Till one calls him, who varices not his call, 

But holds him faſt, in chains of darkneſs bot ad, 
* Till Nature dies, and judgment fets him free; 

LA freedom far leſs welcome than his chain.“ 

Lut grant man happy: grant him happy long; 
Add to life's higheſt prize her lateſt hour; dcs 
That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach, 

That, like z poſt, comes on in full career. 

How fwitt the ſhattle flies that weaves thy ſhroud 
Where is the fable of thy former years? to 
Thrown down the gulf of time: as far from thee 
As they had ne er been thine: the day in hand, 
Like a bird ftruggling to get looſe, is going; 
Scarce now poflets'd, fo ſuddenly t is gone; 

And each ſwiſt moment fled, is death advanc'd r; 
By ſtrides as fwiſt. Eternity is all; 

And whofe eternity ? who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the font of bliſs! 

For ever baſking in the Deity! 

Lorenzo! who! thy confcience ſhall reply. 920 

O give it leave to fpcak t will fpeak erc long, 
Thy leave unaſk d. Lorenzo! hear it now, 
While uſcful its advice, its accent mild. 

By the great edict, the divine decree, 
Truth is depoſited with man's laſt hour; 825 
An honeſt hour, and faithful to her truſt; 
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! eldeſt daughter of the Deity ! | 
—— — — 
Nor lefs, wheri he ſhall judge the worlds he made; 
Tho' filent long, aud fleeping uc er fo found, $35 
Smother'd with errours, and oppreſs d with toys, 
That heavn-commiſſion d hour no ſooner calls, 

But from her cavern in the foul's abyts, 

Like him they fable under Xtna whelm'd, 

The goddefs burſts in thunder and im flame, 835 
Loudly convinces, and fevercly pains. ; 
Dark dæmons I diſcharge, and hydra- ſtings 
The keen vibration of bright truth —is hell; 
Juſt definition! tho* by ſchools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth! peruſe this parſon'd page, 840 
And truſt, for once, a prophet and a prieſt ; 

Men may live tools, but foolsthey cannot die. 842 
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— 


ARC r 


r 
— 1 * ——— . . 
"IEEE" FI 
— "© — 


_ ** e * 
- 
ey * 


THE COMPLAINT. 
NIGHTV. 
THE RELAPSE. 


RIGHT YON. THE EARL OF LITCHFIELD. 


Lonzyzo! torecriminace is juſt. 

Fondnels for fame is avarice of air. 

I grant the man is vain who writes for praiſe. 

Praiſc no mas c er deſerv d, who ſought no more. 
As juft thy ſecond charge. I grant the Muſe 3 

Has often bluſh'd at her degen'rate ſons, 

Retain'd by ſenſe to plead her filthy cauſe, 

To raiſe the low, to magnify the mean, 

And ſubtilize the groſs into refin'd ; 

As if to magick numbers pow'rful charm to 

"F'was giv'n to make 3 civet af their ſong 

Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfume. 

Wit, a true Pagan, deiſies the brute, 

And lifts our ſwine enjoyments from the mire. | 
The fact notorious, nor obſc ure the cauſe. 15 

We wear the chains of pleaſure and of pride: 

Theſe ſhare the man, and theſe diſtract him too; 

Draw diff rent ways, and claſh in their commands. 
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Pride, like an eayle builds among the ſtars ; 

But Pleafure, lark-like, neſts upon the ground. 20 

Joys ſhar'd by brute creation Pride reſents; 

Pleaſure embraces: man would both enjoy, 

And both at once : a point how hard to gain ! 

But what cann't Wit, when ſtung by ſtrong defire ? 
Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize, 23 

Since joys of ſenſe cann't riſe to Reafon's taſte, 

In ſubtle Sophiſtry's laborious forge 

Wit hammers out a rexfon new, that ſtoops 

To ſordid ſcenes and meets them with applanſe. 

Wit call< the Graces the chaſte zone to looſe, 39 

Nor leſ than a plump god to fill the bowl: 

A thouſand phantoms and a thodfand ſpells, 

A thouſand opiates fcatters to delude, 

To faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, 34 

And the fool'd mind of man delightfully confound. 

Thusthat w hich ſhock d the judgment ſhocks nomore 

That which gave Pride offence no more offends. 

Pleaſure aud Pride, by nature mortal foes, 

At war eternal, which in man ſhall reign, 

By Wit's addreſs patch vp a fatal peace, 40 

And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 

From rank re fin'd to delicate and gay. 

Art, curſed Art! wipes off th' indebted bluſh 

From Nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry ſhame. 

Man ſmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 45 
And Infamy ſtands candidate far praiſe, 
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All writ by man in ſavour of the foul, 
Theſe ſenſual ethicks far, in bulk, tranſceyd. 
The flow'rs of cloquence, profuſely pout d 
Mer ſpotted Vice, fill halt the letter d world. 
Can pow rs of genius exorciſe their page, 
And conſecrate enormities with ſong | 

But let not theſe incxpiable ſtrains 
Condema the Muſe that knows ber dignity, 
Nor meanly ſtops at time, but holds the world x5 
As t is, in Nature's ample field, a point, 

A point in her eſteem, from whence to tart, 

And run the round of univerſal ſpace, 

To vilit being uni verſal there, 

And being's Source, that utmoſt flight of mind! G9 
Yet ſpite of this fo vaſt circumference, 

Well knows but what is moral nought is great. 
Sing Syrens only? do not angels ng? 

There is in Poeſy a decent pride, 

Her younger f:iter, haggly not more wiſc. 

- Think'ſ chou Lorenzo! to find paſtizies here? 
No guilty paſſiou blows into a flame, 

No foible ſlattet d, dignity diſgrac d, 

No fairy field of ſictiom, all on flower. 7 
No rainbow colours here, or ſilken tale: 

But ſolemn counſels, images of awe, 

Truths which Eternity lecs fall on man, 

With double weight, thro' theſe revolving ſpheres, 
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This deach · deep ſilence, and incumbent fade: 75 
Thoughts ſuch as ſhall reviſit your laſt hour, 


Viſit uncall'd, and live when life expires; 
And thy dark pencil, Midnight! darker ſtill 
in nelancholy dipp'd, imbrowns the whole. 
Yet this, even this, my laughter - loving Friend: 
Lorenzo! and thy brothers of the fmile ! 8s 


if what imports you meſt can moſt engage, 
Shall ſteal your ear, and chain you to my fong. 
Or if you fail me, know the wile ſhall taſte 
The.truths | fing ; the truths | fing ſhall feel; 33 
And, feeling, give aſſent; and their aſſent 
h ample recompence ; is more than praiſe. 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! nor miſtake ; 
Think not unintroduc'd I force my way: 
Narciſſa, not unknown, not unally d 99 
By virtue, or by blood, Muſtrious Youth ! 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow'rs, 
Where all the language harmony, deſcends 
| VUncall'd, and aſks admittance for the Muſe; 

A Muſe thfat will nut pain thee with thy praiſe: 95 
Thy praiſe ſue drops, by nobler ſtill infpir'd. | 

O thou, bleſe d Spirit! whether the ſupreme, 
Great Antemundane Father! in whoſe breaſt 
And all its various revolntions roll'd tec 
Preſent, tho' future, prior to themſelves; 
| Whoſe breath can blow it into nought again, 
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Or from his throne ſome delegated pow'r, 

Who, ftudious of our peace, doit turn the 

From vain and vile to ſolid and ſublime ! 105 
Unſeen thou lead” me to delicious draughts 

Of inſpiration, from a purer ftream, 

And fuller of the God, than that which burſt 

From fam d Caſtalia: nor is yet allay d 

My ſacred thirſt, tho long my foul has rang d 10 
Throꝰ pleaſing paths of moral and divine, 

By thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the ſtars. 

By them beſt lighted are the paths of thought; 
Nights are their days, their moſt-illumin'd hours. 
By day the foul, o'erberne by life's career, wag 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
Reels far from reaſon, joſtled by the throag. 

By day the foul is paſlive, all her thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 

By night, from objects free, from paſſion cool, 120 
Thoughts uncontroll'd, and unimprets'd, the births 
Of pure election, arbitrary range, 

Not to the limits of one world couſin' q, 

But from ethereal travels light on carth, 

As voyagers drop anchor for repoſe. 125 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperies, the ſun adore ; 


Darkneſs has more divinity for me; 
ft ſtrikes thought inward; it drives back the ſoul 
Jo ſettle on herſelf, our point ſupreme ! 135 


4 


There lies out theatre; rhere ſits bur judge. 
Darkneſs the curtain drops o'er life's dull ſcen® z 
"Tis the kind hand of Providence ftretch'd out 

eit man and vanity; tie Reaſon's reign, 


And Virtne's too; theſe tutelary Mages 135 
Are man aſylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian too: 
I noleſfs reſcues virtue than inſpires. 
Virtue, for ever frail as fair, below, 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the crowd, 140 


Nor touches on the world without a tam. 
The world s infeS&tious; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we thought is blotted; we reſol d 
| ſhaken ; we renounc'd returns again. 145 
Each ſalutation may flide in a fin 
Vnthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it ſtrange; light, motion, conevurſe, noiſe, 
All ſcatter ns abroad. Thought, outward-bound, 
| NegleQful of our home“ affairs, fits off 250 
n fume and diffipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breaft unguarded to the foe. 
And acts with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires ambition; love of gain 155 
Strikes, like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breaſt: | 
Ride, pride, perfidy, blue vapour, breathe, 
And inhumanity is caught from an. 
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From ſmiling.rp2n! A flight, a fingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brought home 160 
A ſudden fever to the throbbing heart 
Of envy, rancour, or impure deſire. 
We ſee, we hear, with peril; Safety dwells 
Remote from multicude. The world's a ſchool 
Of wrong, and what proficients fwarm around! 10 
We muſt or imitate or difapprove ; 
Nluſt lift as their accomplices or foes : 
That ſtains our innocener, this wounds our peace. 
From Nature's birth, hence, Wiſdom has been ſmit 
With ſweet receſs, and languiſh'd for the ſhade. 170 
This ſacred ſhade and ſolitude what is it? 
Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone; 
Vice ſinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 275 
By night an Atheiſt half believes 2 God. 
Night is fair Virtue's immemorial friend. 
The conſcious moon, thro? ev ry diſtant age, 
Has held a lamp to Wiſdom, and let fall, 
On Contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 18 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heav'n 
Philoſophy the fair, to dwell with men, 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt 
His lab'ring mind, the ſtars in ſilence flide, 184 
And ſeem all gazing on their future gueſt, 
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In private audience: all the livelong night. 

Rigid in thought, and motionleſs, he ſtands, - 
Nor quits his theme or poſture till the fun 190 
(Rude drunkard! rifing roſy from the main) 
Diſturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 

And gives him to the tumult of the world. 

Hail, precious moments! ſtol'n from the black waſte 
Of murder d time! aufpicious Midnight! hail! 195 
The world excluded, ev ry paſſion huth'd, 

And opcn'd a calm intercourie with Heav'n, 

Here the ſoul fits in council, ponders paſt, 
Predeſtines future act ion; fees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm, 20 
All her lies anſwers, and thinks down her charms. 
What awful joy! what mental liberty! 

I am not pent in darkneſs; rather tay 

(If not too bold) in darkneſ I'm imbow'r'd. 
Delightful gloom ! the cluſt'ring thoughts around2c 5 
Spontaneous rife, and ble ſſom in the ſhade, 

But droop by day, and ſicken in the fun. 

Thought burrows light elſewhere: from that firſt fire, 
Fountain of animation] whence deſcends 

Urania, my celeſtial gueſt! who deigns 210 
Nightly to viſit me, fo mean; and now, 

Conſcious how necetul dilcipline to man, 

From pleafing dalliance with the charms of night, 
My wand'ring thought recalls, to what excites 

Fir other beat of heart, Nasciffa's tomb. 215 
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Or is it feeble Maus calls me back, 
And breaks my ſpirit inte grief again ? 
b ig a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold flpw pudetc creeping thre my veins ? 
Or is i thus with all men fo Thus with alk an 
What are we? how unequal! now we ſoar, 
And ae we fink. To be the ſame tranſcends 


Our preſent proweſs. Dearly pays the foul 

For lodging ill; toa dearly rents her clay. 

Reaſon, a baflicd counſellor! but adds 23; 
The bluſh of weakneſs to the bane of wo. 

In this damp, dufcy region, charg'd with ſtorms, 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly; 

Or, lying. thort her flight, and ſure her fall: 230 
Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to riſe again; 
And not to yield, tho' beaten, all aur praiſe. 

Tu vain to ſeek in men for more than man. 
Tho' proud in promiſe, big in previous thought, 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who lates 235 
Emerging from the ſhadows of the grave, 
Where grieſ detain'd me priv'ner, mounting high, 
Threw wide the gates of e verlaſting day, 
And call'd mazkind to glory, ook of pain, 
Mortality ſhack off, in ether pure, 249 
And ſtruck the ftars, now feel my fpirits fail; 
They drop me from the zenith ; down I ruſh, 
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Like him what fable fledg'd with wazen wings, 

In forrow drown'd-— but not in farrow loſt. 

How wretched is the man who never mourn'd! 245 

dive for precious pearl in Sorrow's ſtream : 

Not fo the thoughtleſs man that only grieves, 

Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 

(weſlimable gain!) and gives Heav'n leave 

To make him but more wretched, not more wiſe. 2:0 
If wiſdom is our leſſon (and what cle 

Ennobles man ? what elſe have angels kearn'd ?) 

Grief more proficients in thy fchool are made, 

Than Genius ot proud Learning e er could boaſt. 

Voracwus L.carning, often over - ted, 255 

Digeſts not into ſenſe her motley meal. 

This bookcaſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 

This forager on others' wiſdom, leaves 

Her native farm, her reaſon, quite untill d; 

With mixt manure ſhe furfeits the rank foil, 260 

Dung d, but not dreit, and rich to beggary : 
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A pomp untameable of weeds prevails : 
Her ſervant s wealth incumber'd Wiſdom mourns. 
And what ſays Genius? Let the dull be wiſe. 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong, 265 
And loves to boaſt, where bluſh men leſs inſpit d. 
— r>>——taERIEAG 
Conſiders reaſun as a leveller, 
r 
That wile it could be thinks an ample claim; 270 
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126 TR3 COUPLAIDT. 
To glos and to pleakure gives the reſt, 
Craſſus but Heeps, Ardelio is nadene. 
Wiſdam leſs fhudders at a foot than wit. 


But Wiſdom ſmiles, when humbled mortals weep, = 


When 

And hearts obdurace feel her (oft ning ſhow's, 258 

Her ſeed celeſtial, then, glad wiſdam fows; 

Her geiden harveſt trizmphs in the foil. 

If ſo, Narciſſa l welcome my Relapfe; 

1'il raiſe a can eo my calamity, 240 

And reap rich compenſation from my pain. 

I'll range the plentcous intellectual field, 

And gather ev ry thought of ſoy'reiga po 

To chaſe the moral maladies of man ; 

Thoughts which may bear tranſplanting to the fries, 

Tho' natives of this coarſe penurious oil; 236 

Refin'd, exalted, not annual d, in heav's : 

In eicher clime, the” mace illuſtrious there. 390 

Thefe choicely cull'd, and clegantly rang'd, | 

Shall form a gaviand for Narciſſa s tomb, 

Aad, peradventure, of no fading flow'rs. 
Say, on what themes ſhall puz zled chaice daſcand? 

'* The imyertance of contemplating the tomb; $95 

Why men decline it; fuicide's foul birth; 

The various kinds of grief; the faults of age ; 

And dcach's dread charater —iavite my fong.” 
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Aud, fd. the importance of our end ſurvey'd. 
Friends counſel quick diſmiſſion of our grief. 3co 
Miſtaken kindneſs! our hearts heal tos ſooa. 

Are they more kind than He who ſtruch the blow ? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 

And bring it hack a true and endleſs peace? cg 
Calamizies ant friends : as glaring day 

af theſe unnumber d luſtres robs our fight, 
Proſperity puts out ungumber'd thoughts 
OFimport high, and light divine to man. 3-9 

The man how bleſs'd, who, ſick of gaudy ſcenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves!) 
bs led by choice to take his fav'rite walk 
Beneath Death's gloomy, filent, cyprels ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantaſtick ray; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 315 
Vifit his vaults, and dwell among the tarabs ! 
Lerenzo ! read with me Narcilli's ſtone; 
(Narciſſa was thy fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral tone ; few doctors preach ſo well; 

Few orators ſo tenderly can touch 30 
The feeling heart. What pathos in the dat! 

Apt wards can Aike; and yet in them we fee 

Faint images of what we here enjoy. 

What cauſe have we to build on length of life ? 
Temptations ſeize, when fear is hid alleep, 325 
Aud ill furckades is ous ſtrongeſt guard. 
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Sec from her tomb, as from an humble ſhrine, 
Truth, radiant goddeſs! ſallies on my foul, 
And puts Delufion's duſky train to flight; 
Diſpels the miſt our ſultry paſſions raife, 37 
From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene, 
And ſhews the real eſtimate of things, 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever ſaw; 
Pulls off the veil from Virtue's riſing charms; - 
Detects teniptation in a thouſand lies. 335 
Truth bids me look on men as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for as the fummer's duſt 
Driv'n by the whirlwind: lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon. gain new pow'rs, 
See things inviſible, feel things remote, 340 
Am preſent with ſuturities; think nought 
To man fo foreign as the joys poſſeſs d, 
Nought fo much his as thoſe beyond the grave. 
No folly keeps its colour in her fight; 
Pale worldly Wiſdom lofes all her charms. 345 
In pompous promiſe from her ſchemes profound, 
If future fate ſhe plans, t is all in leaves, 
Like Sybil, unſubſtantial, fleeting bliſs! 
At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. 
Not fo celeſtial. Wouldſt thou know, Lorenzo! 350 
How differ worldly wiſdom and divine ? 
Juſt as the waning and the wazing moon. 
More empty worldly wiſdom ev ry day, 
And ev'ry day more fair her rival ſhines. 
When later, there 's leſs time to play the fool. 31 
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Soon o Whole term for wiſdem is expir d. 

(Thou know'ſt the calls no council in the grave) 
And everlaſting fool is writ in fire, 

Or real wiſdom wafrts us te the ſkies. 

As worldly ſchemes reſemble Sybils' leaves, 360 
The good man's days to Sybils' books compare, 
(in ancient tory read, thou koow'ſt the tale) 

In price ſtill riſing as in number leſs, 

For that who thrones can offer, offer thrones; 365 

inſol vent worlds the purchaſe cannot pay. 
Oh let me dia his death l all Nature cries. 
4« Then hes his life.” All Nature falters there: 

Our great phyſician daily to conſuk. 

To commuge with the grave our oaly cars. 4330 

What grave preſcribesthe beſt: A friend's; and 
Fram a friend's grave how ſoon we diſengage ! [yet 
Ev'n to the deareſt, as his marble, cold. 

Why are friends raviſh'd from us? t is to bind. 

Dy ſoft AﬀcRion's ties, on human hearts 174 

The thought of death, which reaſon, too ſupine, 

Or miſemploy d, fo rarely faſtens there. 

Nor teaſon nor affe&ion, no, nor both 
Combin d, can break the witchcrafts of the world · 
Behold th inenorable hour at hand! 38⁰ 
Behold th' igexorable huur forgot ! 

Aad to forget it the chief aim of life, 
Tho' well to ponder it is life's chief end. 
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I death, that ever-threat'ning, ne'er remote, 
That all-important, and that only ſure, 355 
(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt? 

Nay, tho' invited by the loudett calls 

Of blind imprudence, unexpected ſtill, 

Tho' num'rous meffengers are ſent before, 

To warn his great arrival? What the cauſe, 

The wondrous cauſe, of this myſterious ill ? 

All heav'n looks down aftonith's at the fight. 

| it that Life has tuwn her jovs ſo thick, 

We cann't thruſt in a ſin gli care between? 

lit that Life has ſuch a ſwarm of cares, 395 
The thought of death cann't erter for the throng 
I: it that Time ſteals on with downy feet, 

Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden dream ? 
To-day is fo like yeſterdav. it cheats; 

W: take the lying filter for the ſame. 400 
Life glides away; Lorenzo! like a brook, 

For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 

In the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice; 

ro the fame life none ever twice awoke. 

We call the brook the ſame; the fame we think 405 
Our life, tho? ſtill more rapid in its flow, 

Nor mark the much irrevocably laps'd, 

And mingled with the ſea. Or ſhall we ſay 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) 


'Fhat life is like a veſſel on the ſtream ? 410 
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In life embark d. we ſmoothly down the tide 

Of time deſcend, but not on time intent; 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding wave, 

Till on a ſudden we perceive a ſhock ; 
| We ſtart, awake, look out; what ſee we there? 415 
Our brittle bark is burſt on Charon ſhore. 

Is this the cauſe death flies all human thought? 
Or is it judgment, by the Will ftruck blind, 

That domineering miſtreſs of the ſoul! 

Like him fo ſtrong by Dalilah the fair? 429 
Or is it fear turns ſtartled Reaſon back, 

From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep? 

'Tis dreadful, and the dread is wiſely plac d 

By Nature, confcious of the make of man- 

A dreadful friend it is, a terrour kind. 425 
A flaming fword to guard the tree of Life. 

By that unaw'd, in life's moſt ſmiling hour 

And burn impatient for his promi id ſkics. 

| The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 430 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein, 
Bound o'er the barrier, ruſh into the dark, 

And mar the ſcenes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo Furies! riſe, 
| And drown, in your leſs cxecrable yell, 435 
Britannia's ſhame. There took her gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 
Blaſted from hell, with horrid luil oi death. 
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Thy friend, the brave, the gala Altamont, 

So call'd, fo thought, —and then he Bed the field, 
Leſs baſe the fear of death than fear of lift. a2 
0 Britain! infamons for ſaicide ! 

An ifland in thy manners! far disjoin'd 

From the whole world of rationals befide ! 

In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 445 
Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ſhock the continent. 

But thou be ſhock'd while I detect the cauſe 
Of ſelf-aſſault, expoſe the monſter s birth, 

And bid Abhorrence hifs it round the world. 
Elame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant fun ; 456 
The fun is innocent, thy clime abſolv'd. 

Immoral climes kind Nature never made. 

Ihe cauſe I fing in Eden might prevail, 

And proves it is thy folly, not thy face. 

The foul of man (let man in homage bow 177 
Who names his foul) z native of the fn! 
High-born and free, her freedom fhonld mainttin, 
Vnſold, unmortgag d for earth's little brides. 
Th' illuftrious ftranger, in this foreign land, 
Like ſtrangers, jealous ef her dignity, a60 
Studious of home, and ardent to return, 

Of earth ſuſpicious earth's enchanted cup 

With cool reſerve light touching, ſhould indulge, 
On immortality, her godlike taſte; 46s 
There take larye dravghts ; make her chief banque 
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To beggarly vile appetites deſcend, 

Aſt alms of earth for gueſts that came from heav'n ? 
Sink into ſlaves, and ſell, for preſent hire, 

Their rich reverſion, and (what ſhares its fate) 470 
Their native freedom to the prince whe ſways 

This nether world : and when his payments fail, 
When his foul baſket gorges them no more, 

Or their pall'd palates loathe the baſket full, 

Are inſtantly, with wild demon iack rage, 47s 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, 

And burſting their confinem<eat, tho faſt hart d 

By laws divine and human. guarded ftrong 

With horrours doubled to detend the paſs, 

The blackeſt Nature or dire guilt can raiſe, 480 
And moated round wich fathomleſs deſtruction, 
Sure to receive and whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons! is the cauſe, to you unknown, 
Or, worſe, o et look d, o'crliook'd by magiſtrates, 
Thus criminals themſelves. I grant the deed 485 
| h madneſs, but the madneſs of the heart. 

And what is that? our utmoſt bound of guile. 
} | &fmnſual uncefleRing life is big 
With monftrous births, and ſuicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 490 
 Heav'n's law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh 
Theo? facred Nature's murder. on their own, 
Inauſe they never think of death, they die. 
| Thequally man's duey, glory, gain, 
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At once to ſhun and meditate his end. 495 

When by the bed of languiſhment we fit, 

( Che ſeat of Wiſdom! if our choice, not fate) 

Or o'er our dying friends in anguiſh hang, 

Wipe the cold dew, or ſtay the ſinking head, 

Number their moments, and in ev'ry clock co 

Start at the voice of an eternity; 

Sec the dim lamp of life juſt feebly life 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 

Then fink again, and quiver into death, 

That moſt pathetick herald of our own, 3e 

How read we ſuch fad ſcenes? As ſent to man 

In perfect vengeance ? no; in pity ſent, 

To melt him down, like wax, and then i 

Indclible. Death's image on his heart, 

Bleeding for others. trembling for himſelf. 510 

Vie bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile. 

The mind turns foul before the cheek is dry · 

Our quĩck- rcturning folly cancels all, 

As the tide ruſhing taſes what is writ 

Ir yielding fands, and ſmooths the letter d ſhore. 
Lorenzo! haſt thou ever weigh'd a figh? 416 

Or ſtudy's the philoſophy of tears? f 

A ſcience yet unlectur'd in our ſchools!) 

Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, 

And ſeen their ſource ? if not, deſcend with me, 520 

And trace theſe briny riv'lets to their ſprings. * 
Our fun'ra! tears from diff rent cauſes rife : 
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As if from ſep rate ciſterns in the ſoul, 

Of various kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 

By ſoft contagion call d. ſome burſt at once, $25 

And ſtræeam obſequious to the leading eye : | 

| SOAR Coy ov antronmgen Wy 

tack by cho-cgiak eSthe pudlicd cy, 

Like Moſes" ſmitten rock, guſh out amaan : £36 

Some weep to ſhare the fame uf the deccas d, 

$0 high in merit, and to them fo dear: 

They dwell on praiſes which they think they ſhare, 

And thus, without a bluſh, commend themictves. 

dome mourn in proof that ſum«thing they could love; 

They weep not to relieve their grief, but ſhew. 30 

Some weep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 

| As conſcious all their love is in arrear. 

Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappris'd. 

Tears ſometimes aid the conqueſt of an eye. $40 

Wich what addreſs the ſoft Epheſians draw | 

Their ſable network o'er entangled hearts? 

As ſeen thro' cryttal, how their roſes glow, 

| While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ? 

Of her's not prouder Egypt'> wanton queen, 545 

Carouſiug gems, herſelſ diſfolv'd in love. | 

Some weep at death, abſtracted from the drad. 

And celebrate, like Charles, their own deccaſc. 

By kind conſtruction ſome are deem d to weep, 

Becauſe a decent veil conceals theis joy. 330 
N 
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Some weep in earneſt, and yet weep in vain, 

As deep in indiſeretion as in wo. 

Paſſion, blind paſſion! im potent ly pours 

Tears that deſerve more tears, while Reaſon fleeps, 

Or gazes, like an idiot. unconcern'd, $3s 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ſtorm; 
Knows not it ſpeaks to her, and her alone. 

Irrationals all forrow are beneath, 

That noble gift! that privilege of man 

From forrow's pang, the birth of endleſs joy: 360 
But theſc are barren of that birth divine; 

They weep impetuous as the ſummer-ſtorm, 

And full as ſhort! the cruel grief ſoon tam d, 

They make 2 paſtime of the ttingleſs tale; 

Far as the deep-reſounding knell they fpread 3063 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more: 

No grain of wiidom pays them for their wo. 
Half- round the globe the tears pump d up by death 

Are ſpent in wat'ring vanities of life; | 

In making folly flouriſk till more fair. 570 

When the ſick foul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 

Keclines on carth, and ſorrows in the duſt, 

Inſtead of learning there ker true ſupport, 

'Tho' there thrown down her true ſupport to learn, 
Without Heav'n's aid, impatient to be bleſt, $75 
She crawls to the next rub or bramble vile, 
Tho from the ſtately cedar's arms ſhe fell; 

With ſtale forſworꝝ ct aces cungs ancw, 
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The firanger weds, and bloſioms, as heft; 
In all the fruĩtleis fopper:es of lie. 380 
Preſents her weed, welt-fancy'e, at the ball. 
And ra fnles for the death's head on the ring. 

So wept Aurelia, till the deitin d youth | 
Stept in with his receipt for making tmiles, . 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 885 
do wept Lorenzo tair Clariſta fate, | 
Who gave that angel-boy on hon; he des, -: 
And dv d to give him, orphan' d in his birth 
Nor fuch, Narciſſa my diſtreſ- tor thee. 
make an altar of thy facred tomb, 290 
To ſacrifice to Wildom.—- What wait thou? 
* Young, gay, and fortunate! ' Each yicids a theme: 
I'll dwell on cach. to ſhun thought more tevere ; 
(Heav'n knows | labour with K verer itil) 
I'll dwell on each, and quite exhavi thy death. $95 
A foul without reflect ion. like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
And, firſt, — — 
Nareiſſa! lm become thy pupil now. 
Early, bright, tranſient, chaſtc, as morning dew, 620 
She ſparkled. was exhal'd, and went to heav'n. 
Time on this head has ſnow d, yet ſtill t is borne 
Aloft, nor thinks but on another grave. 
Cover'd with ſhame | ſpeak it, age ſevere 
Old worn-out vice ſets down ſor virtue fair; Coe 
With graceleſs gravity chafliſfing youth, 

M 1y 


Thar youth chaſtie'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, 

Father of all, forgerfulneſs of death; 

As if, like objects prefling on the fight, 

Death had advanc d too nrar us to be feen; bis 

Or that life's loan time ripen's into right, 

And men might plead preicription from the grave, 

Deachlets, from repetition of reprieve. 

Peatblefs? far from it | fuck are dead already; 

Their hearts arc bury d, and the world their grave. 
Tell me. fome God! my guardian Angel! tell 646 

What thus infatuates? what enchantment plants 

"Che phantom of an age 'twigt us and Death, 

Already at the door? He knocks; we hear him, 

And yet we will not car. What mail defends 60 

Our untauch d hearts? what miracle turns off 

The pointed thought, which frum a thouſaad quiver 

Js daily darted. and is daily ſhunn'd ? 

We ſtand. as in a battle, thrungs on throngs 

Around us falling, wounded oft” ourſelves, 64g 

'Tho' bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill! 

We ſce Time's furrows on another's brow, 

And Death intrench d, preparing bis aſſault : 

How few themſrlves in that juſt miaror fee! 

Or, ſeeing, draw their inevence as firang ! 630 

There death is coeptaiu ; deubeful here: he muſt, 

And ſoon: we may, within an age, expire. 

Tho' gray our heads, ourthoughtsand aims are green; 

Like damag' d clocks, whoſe hand and bel} diſſent; 

Folly ſings fix, while Nature points at twelve. 635 
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Abſurd Longevity | More, more, it cries: 
More life, more wealth, more traſh of ev ry kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when zeliſh fail? 
Object and appetite muſt club for joy: 
Shall folly labour bard to mend the bow, 649 
Bawbles, I mean, that firike us from without, 
While Nature is telaaing ev'ry ſtring! 
Alk Thought for joy; grow rich, and hoard within. 
Think you the foul, when this life's rattles ceaſe, 
Has nothing of more manly to lucceed? 645 
Contract the taſte immortal; learn ev'n now 
To relith what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth, your joys for ever. 
Of age the glary is to with to die: 
That wiſh is praiſe and promiſe; it applauds 640 
What weakneis fee not children in their fires! 
Grand-climacterical abſurdities 
Gray-hair'd authority, to faults of youth 
How ſhocking ! it makes ſolly thrice a fool, 6x5 
Aud our firſt childhood might our laſt deſpus. 
Peace and eſteem is all that age can hope: 
Nothing but wiſdom gives the firtt ; the latt 
Nothing but the repute of being wile. 
Folly bars both: our age is quite undone. 36 

Whar folly can be ranker? like our ſhadows, 
Our wiſhes HE agthen as ous ſun declines. 
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. THE COMPLAINT: 
Our hearts ſhould leave the world before the knell 
Calls for our carcaſſes to mend the foil. ** 665 
Enough to live in tempeſt ; die in port: 
Age ſhould fly concourſe, cover in retreat 
DefeARs of judgment, and the will's fubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent folemn ſhore 
Of that vaſt ocean it muſt fail io ſoon, 6-5 
And put good works on board, and wait the wind 
T hat ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown: 
If uncontider'd, too, a dreadful ſcene 

All mould be prophets to themſclves; foreſee 
Their future fate; their future fate forctaſte: 67 
This art would walte the bitterneſs of death. 
The thought of death alone the fear de ſlroys: 
A difaff.ction to that precious thought 
Is more than midnight darkneſs on the foul, 
Which ileeps beneath it on a precipice, 689 
Puff d off by the firſt blaſt, and loſt for ever. 

Doſt aſk, Lorenzo, why ſo warmly preit, 
By repetition hammer'd on thine car, 
The thought of death? That thought is the machine, 
The grand machine! that heaves us from the duſt, 685 
And rears us into men. That thought ply'd home, 
Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly precipice 
O'crhangiog hell, will ſoften the deſcent, 
And gently flope our paſſage to the grave. 
How warmly to be wiſh'd | what heart of fleſh 699 
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Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite ? what hand, 

Beyond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 

(To ſpeak 2 language too well known to thee) 
Would at a moment give its all to chance, 695 
And ftamp the dye for an eternity ? 

Aid me, Nazciffa ! aid me to keep pace 
With Deſtiny. and, ere her ſciſſars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death that ties me to the world. 200 
Sting thou my flumb'ring reaſon to ſend forth 
A thought of obſervation on the foe; 

To fally, and ſurvey the rapid march 
Of his ten thouſand meſſengers to man, 

Who, Jchu-like, behind him turns them all. gog 
All accident apart, by Nature ſign d, | 
My warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet; 
Perhaps behind one moment lucks my fate. 

Muſt I then forward only look for Death? 
| Backward l turn mine eye, and find him there. 710 
Man is a ſelf-ſurviver ev ry year. 

Maa, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow. 

Death s a deſtroyer of quotidian prey: 

My youth, my noontide his; my yeſterday : 

| The bold invader ſhares the preſent hour. yrs 
Each moment on the former ſhuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreaſe, 

And cradles rock us gearer to the tomb. 
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Our birth is nothing but our death begun, 
As tapers waſte that inſtant they take fire. 710 
Shall we then fear leſt that ſhould come to paſs 
Which comes to paſs cach moment of our lives? 
If fear we muſt, let that death turn us pale 
Which murders flrength and ardaur; what remains 
Should rather call on Death than dread his call. 325 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline 
Theupghtlcf-of death, but when your neighbour'sknell 
(Rude viſitant!) knocks hard at your dull ſenſe, 
Aud with its thunder fcarce obtains your car! 
Be death your theme in ev'ry place and hour; 730 
Nor longest want, ye monumental >ires ! 
A brother tomb to tell you you ſhall die. 
That death you dread {fo great is Nature's ſkill!) 
Know you ſhall court before you ſhall enjoy. 
But you are learn'd; fn born 


In wiſdom ſhallow. Pompous ignorance! 
Would you be till more learned chan the learn's? 


Learn well to know how much need not be known, 
And what that knowledge which impairs your ſenſe. 
Our ncedful knowledge. like our needful food, 740 
Unhedy'd, lies open in life's common ficld, 

And bids all welcome to the vital teatt. 

You ſcorn what lies beſore you in the page 

Of Narure and Experience, moral truth ; 

Of indiſpenſable, eternal fruit, 745 
f : uit on which mortals feeding turn to gods; 
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And dive in fcience for diſtinguiſh'd names, 
' Diſhoneſt fomentation of your pride, 
Sinking in virtue as you rife in tame. 
Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 750 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 
| Awake, ye curious Indagators! fond 
Of knowing all but what avails you known. 
| If you would learn Death's character, attend, 7:5 
All caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, 
All dyes of Fortune, and all dates of age, 
| Together ſhook in his impartial urn, 
Come forth at random; or, if choice is made, 
The choice is quite ſarcaſtick, and inſults 760 
All bold conjecture and fond hopes of man. 
What countleſs multitudes not only leave, 
But deeply diſappoint us, by their deaths! 
Tho” great our forrow, greater our ſurpriſe. 
Like other tyrants, Death delights to ſmite 763 
| What, ſmitten, moſt proclaims the pride of pow r 
And arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme 
| To bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunate; 
The feeble wrap th' athlerick in his ſhroud; 76g 
And weeping fathers build their children's tomb: 
Me thine, Narciſſa M hat tho ſhort thy date ? 
Virtue, not rolling fuus, the mind matures. 
That lite is long which anſwers life's great end. 
The tine chat bears no fruit deferves no name. 


44 Tut COMPLAINT. 
The man of wiſdom is the man of years. Ty 
In hoary youth Methufalems may die; 
O how miſdated on their flact'ring tombs! 
Narciſſa s youth has lectut d me thus far: 
And can her gayety give counſel too ? 
That, like the Jews' fam'd oracle of gems, ML 
Sparkles inſtruction; ſuch as throws new light, 
And opens more the character of Death, 
Hl known to thee, Lorenzo! this thy vaunt! 
* Give Death his due, the wretched and the old; 
E vn let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave; 703 
„Let him not violate kind Nature's laws, 
But o man born to live as well as die.” 
Wretched and old thou giv'ft him; young and gay 
He takes; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, the fartheſt from the fear 
* Are often neareſt to the ſtroke of fate?” 
All more than common menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life. 
As if bright embers ſhould emit a flame, 
Glad ſpirits ſparkled from Narcitſa s eye, 795 
And made Youth younger, and taught Life to live. 
As Nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, 
For this offence, as treaſon to the deep 
Iviolable ſtupor of his reign, | 
Death took ſwift vengeance. As he life deteſts, 
More life is ſtill more odious; end, reduc d 
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By conqueſt, aggrandizes more his pow r. 
But wherefore aggrandiz'd! By Heav'n's decree 
To plant the ſoul on her eternal guard, 85 
In awful expectation of our end. 
Thus runs Death's dread commillion ; ** Strike, but fo 
« As moſt alarms the living by the dead. 
Hence ſtratagem delights him, and ſurpriſe, 
And cruel ſport with mau's ſecurities. 8:0 
Not ſimple conqueſt, triumph is his aim; 
And where leaſl lear'd, there conqueſt triumphs moſt. 
| This proves my bold aſtcrtion not too bold. 
What are his arts to lay our fears aſleep ? 
Tiberian arts his purpoſes wrap up 815 
In deep Diſſimulatiom s darkeſt night. 
Like princes unconfeſo d in foreign courts, 
Who travel under cover, Death aTumes 
The name and look of Life, and dwells among us : 
He takes all ſhapes that ferve his black deſigus: 820 
Tho' maſter of a wider empire far 
Than chat oer which the Roman Eagle flew, 
Like Nero, he's a fiddler, chariotecr; 
Or drives his phaeton iu female guiſe; 
Quite unſuſpected, tilt che wheel bencatch 825 
His difarray'd oblation he devours. 
He moſt affects the forms leaſt ike himſelf, 
His ſlender ſelf: hence bur ly cor pulence 
k his familiar wear, and ſleck diſguiſe. 
Behind the roſy bloom he loves to lurk, 820 
Folume J. | N 


246 
Or ambuſh in a ſmile ; or, wanton, dive 
In dimples deep; Love's eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and fink them in deſpair. 
Such on Narciffa's couch he loiter'd long 
Unknown, and when detected, ftill was feen 235 
To ſmile: ſuch peace has lunocence in death 

Moſt happy they ! whom leaſt his arts deceive, 
One eye on death, and one full fix'd on heav'n, 
Becomes a mortal and immortal man. 
Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy, 840 
I've ſeen, or dream d I ſaw, the tyrant dreſs, 
Lay by his horrours, and put on his ſmiles. 
Say, Muſe! for thou remember ſt, call it back, 
And ſhew Lorenzo the ſurpriſing ſcene ; 
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I 't was a dream, his genius can explain. 3z5 | 


"Twas in a circle of the gay I ſtood: 
Death would have enter d; Nature puſh'd him back: 
dupported by a doctor of renov n, 
His point he gain d; then artfully diſmiſs'd 
The ſage: for Death defign'd to be conceal'd: 8:0 
He gave an old vivacious uſurer 
His meagre aſpect, and his naked bones, 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper'd fpendthrift, whoſe fantaitick air, 
Well-faſhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, $5 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coſtly linen tuek d his filthy hroud. 
His crooked bow he ſtraighten d to a cane, 
And hid his deadly thafts in Myra's cye. 
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The dreadiul maſquerader, thus equipp d, 860 
Outſallies on adventures. Aſk you where ? 
Where is he not? For his peculiar haunts 
Let this ſuffice ; ſure as night follows day, 
Death treads ia Plcaſure's foutſt eps round the world, 
When Pleaſure treads the paths which Reaſon ſhuns. 
When agaiaft Reaſon Riot ſhuts the door, 866 
And gayety ſupplies the place of ſenſe, 
Then, foremoſt at the banquet and the ball, 
Death leads the dance, or it umps the deadly dye, 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 870 
Gayly carouſing to his gay compeers, 
Ialy he laughs to fee them laugh at him, 
As abſent far; and when the revel burns, 
When Fear is baniſh'd, and triumphant Thought, 
Calling lor all the joys beneath the moon, 875 
Agaiuſt him turns the key, and bids him ſup 

With cheir progenitors —he drops his maſk, 
Frowns out at full; they ſtarr, deſpair, expire. 
Scarce with mare ſudden terrour and ſurpriſe, 
From his black maſk of nitre, touch d by fire, 880 
He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 

And more than fimple conqueſt, in the fiend? 

And now, Lorenzo, doſt thou wrap thy ſoul 

In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown es; 
Which moment is commilſon'd to deſtroy ? 
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In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. v 

Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fix'd, 

Fix'd as a ſentinel, all eye, all ear, 

All expectation ef the coming foe. 

Roule, itand in arms, nor lcan againſt thy ſpear, 

Leſt Siumber ſteal one moment o'er thy foul, 

And Fate ſurpriſe thee nodding. Watch, be ſtrong; 

Thus give cach day the merit and renown 

Of dying well, tho doom d but once to die: gg 

Nor let life's period, hidden, (as from moſt) 

Hide, too, from thee the precious uſe of liſe. 
Early. not ſudden, was Narciffa's fate: 

Soon, not furprifing, Death his viſit paid: 

Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, c 

Nor Gayety forgot it was to die. 

'The' fortune, too, (our third and final theme) 

As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 

And ev'ry glitt ring gewgaw, on her fight, 

To dazzle and debauch it from its mark. 905 

Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man, 

And e ry thought that nufics it is blind. 

Fortune with Youth and Gayety confpir'd 

To weave a triple wreath of happineſs, 

(If happinefs on earth) to crown her brow: 910 

And could Death charge tbro' ſuch a ſhining ſhield? 
That ſhining ſhield invites the tyrant's ſpear, 

As if to damp our elevated aims, 

And ſtrungly preach humility to man. 
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0 ho w portentous is profperity ! 
How, comet-lake, it threatens while it ſhines! 
Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition, 
To cull his victims from the fair eſt fold, 
And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pri le of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 920 
With recent honours, bloom d with ev'ry bliſs, 
Set up in oſtentation, made the gaze, 
The gaudy centre, of the publick eye: 
When Fortune, thus, has tofs'd her child in air, 
Snatch'd from the covert of an humbie ſtate, 913 
How often have | ſecn him dropt at once, 
Our morning's envy ! and our ev ning 's ſigh ! 
As if her bounties were the ſignal giv'n, 
The flow ry wreath, to mark the ſacrifice, 
And call Death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. 930 

High Fortune ſeems in cruel league with Fate. 
| Aſk you for what? to give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil ; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo ſtil} for the ſublime 935 
Of life? to hang his airy neſt on high, 
On the flight timber of the topmoſt bough, 
Rock'd at each breeze, and menacing a fall? 
Granting grim Death at equal diſtance there, 
Yet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 940 
What makes man wretched ? kappinets deny d: 
Lorenzo! no; t is happineſs diſdain'd: 
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She comes too meatily dreſo d to win our ſmile, 
And calls herfelf Content, a homely name! 
Our flame is tranſport, and content our ſcorn. 947 
Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door againſt her, 
And weds a toil, a tempeſt, in her ſtead; 
A tempeſt to warm tranſport near of kin, 
Unknowing what our mortal fate admits, 
Life's modeſt joys we ruin while we raiſe, 950 
And all our ecſtaſies are wounds to peace ; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious Youth! 
Of fortune fond as thoughtleſs of thy fate! 
As late Ldrew Deat}'s picture, to ſtir up 975 
Thy wholeſome feats, now, drawn in contraſt, ſee 
Gay fortune s. thy vain hopes to re primand. 
See, high in air the ſporti ve goddels hangs, 
Vnlocks ber caſket, ſpreads her glitt ring ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad g62 
Her random bountics o'er the gaping throng. 
All ruſh rapacious; friends o'er trudden friends, 
Sons o'er their fathers, ſubje cls o'er their kings, 

Pric ſts o'er their gods, ard lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to inatch the golden ſhow r. g65 
Gold glitters moſt where virtue ſhines no mere, 

As ſtars from abſent ſuns have leave to ſhine. 

O what a precious pack of votaries, 

UnkenncIll'd from the prifens and the ſtews, 

Pour in, all cp'ning in their ido!'s praiie ! 976 


aww cadG. cut wwwd doo dd dd OW eoeb PB eagcagDd 


NIGHT THE FIFTH, 


All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand, 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morſcl on morſe! ſwallow down unchew'd, 
Untaſted, thro' mad appetite for more; 
Gorg'd to the throat, yer lean and rav'nous ſtill: 975 
Sagac ious all to trace the ſmalleſt game, | 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt. If (bleſt chance!) 
Court-zephyrs (weetly breathe, they lanch, they fly, 
O'er juſt, o'er ſacred, all forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or pow r, 980 
Stanch to the foot of Lucre till they die. 

Or if for mcn you take them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates ſurvey. 
With aim miſmeaſur d, and impetuous ſpeed, 
Some, darting, ſtrike their ardent wiſh far off, 983 
Thro' fury to poſſeſs it : ſome ſucceed, 
But ſtumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From fome, by ſudden blaſts, t ĩs whicl'd away, 
Aud lodg'd in boſoms that ne'er dream'd of gain. 
To ſome it ſticks fo cloſe, that, when torn off, 990 
'Forn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 


Together ſome (unhappy rivals!) ſeize, 


And rend abundance into poverty; 99 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles; 
Smiles, tgo, the goddeſs; but miles moſt at thoſe 
(Jul victims of exorbitant defire!) 
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Who periſh at their own requeſt, and, whelm'd 
Beneath her load of laviſh grants, expire. 1cco 
Fortune is famous for her numbers ſlain ; 
The number ſmall which happineſs can bear. 
Tho' various for awhile their fates, at laſt 
One curſe involves them all : at Death's approach 
All read their riches backward into loſs, Iccs 
And mourn in juſt proportion to their ſtore. 
And Death's approach (if orthodox my ſorg) 
Is haſten'd by the lure of Fortune's ſmiles. 
And art thou ſtill a glutton of bright gold? 
And art thou ſtill rapacious of thy ruin ? to 
Death loves a ſhining mark, a ſignal blow; 
A blow which, while it executes, alarms, 
And ftartles thouſands with a fignal fall. 
As when ſome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, 
Which nods aleft, and proudly ſpreads her ſhade, 
The fun's defiance, and the flock's defence, 1016 
By the ſtrong ſtrokes of lab ring hinds ſubdu d. 
In cumbrous ruin thunders to the ground; 
The conſcious foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 1020 
And hill, and ſtream, and diſtant dale, reſound. 
Theſe high- aim d darts of Death, and theſe alone, 
Should | collect, my quiver would be full; 
A quiver which, ſuſpended in mid air, 
Or near heav'n's archer, in the zodiack, hung, 1025 
(So could it be) ſhould draw the publick eve, 
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The gaze and eontemplation of mankind! 
A conſtellition awful, yet benign, 
To guide the gay thru” life's tempeſtuous wave, 
| Nor ſuffer them to rike the common rock; nc 39 
rom greater danger to grow more fecure, 
And. wrapt in happineſs, forget their fate,” 
1.v{andcer, happy paſt the common lot, 
Was warn d oi danger, but too gay to fear, 
| He woo's the fair Aſpaſia z ſhe was kind. 1035 
ln youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleſs d: 
All who knew envy d; yet in envy lov'd: 
Can Fancy form more finiſh'd happineſs ? 
Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her ſtately dome 
Roſe on the founding beach. The glitt' ring ſpires . 
Float in the wave, and break againſt the ſhore: 041 
So break thofe glitt'ring ſhadows, human joys. 
The Haiti. les morning ſmil'd: he takes his leave 
To re embrace, in ecitabies, at eve : 
The rifiag ſtorm forbids: the news arrives; 1IC45 
ntold che faw it in her fervant's eye. 
She felt it feen, (her heart was apt to feel) 
And crown'd, without the furious oceans aid, 
ln fultucating forrows ſhares his tomb. 
| Now round the ſumptuous bridal monument 100 
The: guilty billows innocently roar, | 
And the rough ſailor paſſing, drops a tear. 
| Atcar? — can tears ſuffice ?—but not for me, i 
| How vain cur efforts! and our arts Low vain! 4 
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The diſtant train of thought I took, to ſhun, 1055 
Has thrown me on my fate.— Theſe dy d together; 
Happy in ruin] undivorc'd by death 

Or ne er to meet, or ne er to part, is peace. 
Narciſſa! Pity blecds at thought of thee ; 

Yet thou waſt only near me, not myſcit. xc 60 
Survive myſelf that cures all other wo, 

Narciſſa lives; Philander is forgot. 

O the ſoft commerce ! O the tender tics, 

Cloſe twiſted with the fibres of the heart! 4664 
Which, broken, break them, and drain off the foul 
Of human joy, and make it pain to live 

And is it then to live? When ſuch friends part 

Tis the ſur vi ver dies. My Heart! no more. 1c 69 


End of Night Fifth, 
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NIGHT VI. 
THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
IN TWO PARTS. 
Containing the 


Nature, Proof, and Importance, of Immortality. 


PART I. 
Where, aul ung other things, 
Glory and Riches art particularly conſidered. 
Uumbly inferibed to the 


RIGHY HON. HENKY PELHAM, 


Fi-t Lord Commiſſioner of the Treaſury, and Chancellor of the 
F «Chequecr. 


PREFACE. 


FI A” ages Jau bren deeper in diſpute about religion than 
%% The diſpute about religion, and the practice of it, 
dun yo tngetber. The foorier, therefore, the diſpute 
the better. I think it oy be reluced to this ſingle queſtion, 
T« man immertal, or is be not * Tf he is not, all our dif 
fites are mere armnſoments, or triats of till. In this coſe, 
bruch, reaſon, rbgion, which give our diſcourſes ſuch 
pomp and {lemnity, are ( as will be ſhewn mere emp! y 
ſrunds, weithaut any meaning in them : but if man is im- 
ul, it Twill be hee him to be very ſerious about eter- 
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aal conſequences ; or, in other wor 5, to be truly religions. 
And this great fundamental truth, uneftabliſted, or un- 
awakened in the minds f men, is, I conceive, the real 
ſource and ſupport of all on infidelity, bow remote ſi cer 
the particular ol j ctinns 2.tyanced may ſeem t be from it, 


Sen/ible appearances eFect m ft mun wuck more than afra 


reaſonin . ; and we day fee badies drop arvand us, but 
the foul is tinorjuble. The power which inclination has 
over the judgment, is greater than can be well conceired 
by theſe that hade nit lad an experience of it ; and of 
what numbers 1s ut lhe fad inte ry. that Huli Fog it 
ſurvive! The Ni wor!d conf. Fed that they rather 
Loved, than fir ex Celine, iu tality ! and bow many 
Heathens babe we Hi amongſt us ! h Page 
offures us, that fe and immortality ts frog to light 
by the Gofpe! ; but 4 how many ts the Cujpet rejr c cd 
or overlocled From te ni, ations, and from my 
bring accidentally privy to the fentiments of {.me parti» 
entar perſuns, I brave been long perſuaded 1! it uit, if 
nat all our infud. , ( nebatever name tb ry tale, and uu at- 
ever ſcheme, for arg umcat's ſale, ant ts keep themſelves 
in countenance, they pe o ave fr pportid in their 
deplorabl: erguur by ſome dud! of ileir inumortality at the 
buttom: and 1 am ſutisficd, that men. ice thurvughty 
convinced of their twrmortality, are at far from being 
Chriſtians : for it is hard to ennceive that 2 man, fully 
conſcious eter nal pain or bhappracfs will certainly be bis 
lat, faul not c e an impariially ingiire af tor the 
2 
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fereft means of eſcaping one, ad [curing the ab. and 
of ſuch an earneſt and impartial inquiry I well know the 
conſequence. 

Hie therefore, in proof of this mo! fundamental truth, 
believers : arguments which appcar to me allagetber ir- 
re/iſtible, and ſuch as, 1 am ſatisfied, will have great 

| weight with all who give themſelves the ſmall trouble 

of looking ſerionſ'y into their ron lie. and of cbſer- 

' wing, with any tolerable degree of attention, what daily 

PF round about them in the vor If fome arguments 

ſtall lere occur which others have declined, they are ſub- 

milted, with all deference, to better judgments, in this, 
of all paints, the moſt important ! for as to the being of 
« God, that is no lenger diſputed ; but it ts undiſputed for 
this reaſon only, viz. becauſe where tbe leaſt pretence to 
| reuſon is admittcd, it muſt for ever be indiſputable: and, 


of conſequence, no man can be betray'd into a diſpute of 
that nature by vanity, which bas a principle ſhare in 
animating or modern combatants againſt other articles 
of our belief. 

Sus * (for | know not yet her name in heav'n;) 

Not early, like Narciſſa, left the ſcene, 

Nor ſudden, like Philander. What avail ? 

This (ceming mitigation hut inflames : 
This fancy'd med' cine heightens the diſeaſe. 5 

| * Referring to Night the F:tth. 

| Folume J. o 
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The longer known, the clofer ſtill ſhe grew, 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 
is the grim tyrant's engine which extorts, 
By tardy preſſure's ſtill-increafing weight, 
From hardeſt hearts confeſſion of diſtreſs. 16 
O the long dark approach, thro” years of pain, 
D-ath's gall'ry! (might I dare to call it 6) 
With diſmal doubt and fable terrour hung, 
Sick Hope's pale lamp its only glimm'ring ray: 
There Fate my melancholy walk ordain'd, 15 
Forhid Self- love itſe lf to Aatter there. 
How oft” I ga d, prophetically fad! 
How oft” I ſaw her dead, while vet in ſmiles! 
In failes ſhe funk her grief to leſſen mine: 
She ſpoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain, 20 
Like pow'rful armics trenching at a town, 
By flow and ſilent, but reſiſtleſe, ſap, 
In his pale propreſ- gently gaining ground, 
D-ath urg'd his deadly ſiege; in ſpite of art, 
Of all the balmy bl: flings Nature lends 25 
To ſuccour frail hum anity. Ye Stars 
(Not now firſt made fariiliar to my fight) 
Aud thou, O Moon hear witneſs; many a night 
le tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty'd down my fore attention to the ſhock, 30 
By craſeleſs depredations on a life: 
Dearer than that he leſt me. Dreadful paſt 
Of bſesvation ! darker ev'ry hour! 
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Leſs dread the day that drove me to the brink, 


And pointed at eternity below, 3s 
When my foul ſhudder'd at futurity p 
When, on a moment's point, th important dye 
Of life and death ſpun daubtſul, ere it fell, 


And turn'd up life, my title to more wo. 

But why more wo? more comfort let it be. 40 
Nothing is dead but that which wiſh'sd to die; 
Nothing is dead but wretchedneſs and pain; 
Nothing is dead but what incumber d, gall'd, 

ck d up the pals, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwell» that wiſh moſt ardent of the wiſe ? 45 
Too dark the ſun to fee it ; higheſt ſtars 
Too low to reach it. Death, great Death alone, 
O'cr ſtars and fun triumphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadtul our tranſition, tho” the mind, 

An artiſt at creating fel{-alarms, 50 
Rich in expedients for in quietude, 

Is prove to paint it dreadful. Who can take 

Deuh's portrait true? the tyrant never ſat. 

Our (ketch all random ſtrokes, conjecture all; 

Cloſe ſhuts the grave, nor tells one ſingle tale, 58 
Death aud his image riling in the brain 

Bear faint reſembiaace ; never are alike; 

Fear ſhakes the pencil; Fancy loves exceſs, 

Dark Ixnorance is laviſh of her ſhades; 

And theſe the formidable picture draw. 60 

But grant che worſt, t is paſt; new proſpects riſe, 
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And drop a veil eternal o'cr her tomb. 

Far other views our contemplation claim, 
Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life; 
Views that ſuſpend our agonies in death. 
Vrapt in the thought of immortality, 
Wrapt in the ſingle, the triumphant thought 

Long life might lapſe, age unperceiv'd come on, 

And ſiad the foul unſated with her theme 

Its Nature, Proof, Importance, fire my ſong. 70 
O that my ſong could emulate my foul ! 

Like her immortal. No '—the foul diſdains 

A mark ſo mean; far nobler hope inflames; 

E cadlefs ages can outweigh an hour, 

Let not the laurel, but the palm, inſpire. 75 
Thy nature Immortality! who knows? 

And yet who knows it not? it is but life 

In ſtronger thread of brighter colour ſpun, 

And ſpun for ever; dipt by cruel Fate 

In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle, here! 80 
How ſhort our correſpondence with the ſun! 

And while it laſts inglorious! our beſt deeds 

How wanting in their weight! our higheſt joys 
Small cordials to fupport us in our pain, 

And give us ſtrength to ſuffer. But how great 8s 
To mingle int'refts, converſe, amities, 

With all the fons of reaſon, ſcatter d wide 

Thro' habitable ſpace, wherever born, 

Howe'er endow d! to live free citizens 
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90 


Of univerſal Nature ! to lay hold. 
To call heav*n's rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines which ſupport archangels in — 
Our own! to rife in ſcicnce as in bliſs, 
Initiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies! 93 
To read creation; read its mighty plan 
In the bare boſum of the Deity ! 
The plan and execution to collate ! 
To ſee, before each glance of piercing theught, 
All cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote, and leave 1c 
No myſtery but that of love divine, 
Which lifcs us on the feraph's flaming wing, 
From earth's aceldama, this field of blood, 
Of inward anguiſh, and of outward ill, 
From darkneſs and from duſt to fuch a ſcene! reg 
Lo :e's element! true joy's :!]uftrious home! 
From carth's ſad contraſt {row deplor'd) more fair! 
What exquifite viciſſitude oi fate! 
Bleis d abſclution of our blackeſt hour 

Lorenzo! theſe art thoughts that make man man, 
The wiſe itlumine, aggrandize the great. 11 
How great, (while yer we tread the kindred clod, 
And ev'ry moment fear to uk beneath 
The clod we tread, foon trudden by our ſons) 
Hoyw great, in the wild whirl of time's purſuits, 113 
To itup, and paulc; invelv'd in high prefage, 
Tbro' the long viito of a thouſand years, 

Gi 
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To ſtand contemplating our diſtant felves, 

As in a magnifying mirror ſeen, 

Fnlarg'd, ennobled. elevate vine! 120 

To prophefy our own futurit ie 

To gaze in thought on what all rhought tranſcends! 

To talk, with fellow candidates, of joys 

As ſar beyond conception as defert, 

Ourſelves th aſtoniſhᷣ d talkers and the tale! nas 
I orenzo! {wells thy boſom at the thought ? 

The ſwell becomes thee : 't 1+ an honeſt pride. 

R-vere thyſelf; — and yet thy elf defpiſe. 

His nature no man can o'errate, and none 

Can underrate his merit. Fake good heed, 130 

Nor there be modeſt where thou ſhouldſt be proud; 

That almoſt univerſal crrour ſhun. 

How juft our pride, when we behold thoſe heights! 

Not thofe Ambition paints in air, but thoſe 

Reaſon points out, and ardent Virtue gains, 135 

And angels emulate. Our pride how juſt ! 

When mount we? when theſe ſhackiescaft ? when quit 

This cell of the creation? this ſmall neſt, 

Stuck in a corner of the univerſe, 

Wrapt up in fleecy cloud and fine-ſpun air? 140 

Fine · ſpun to ſenſe, but groſs and feculent 

To fouls celeſtial; ſouls ordain'd to breathe 

Ambroſial gales, and dri: k a purer ſky; 

Greatly triumphant on Time's farther ſhore, 

Where Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears, 145 

While Pomp imperial begs an alms of Peace. 


by 
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In empire high, or in proud ſcience deep, 
Ye born of Earth! on what can you confer, 
With half the dignaty, with half the gain, 
The guft, the glow, of rational delight, 150 
As on this theme, which angels praiſe and ſhare ? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heav'n. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here! 

What periodick potions for the fick! 

Diſtemper' d bodies ! and diſtemper d minds! 133 
In an eternity what ſcenes ſhall ſtrike! 

Adventures thicken! novelties furprife ! 

What webs of wonder ſhall unravel there! 

What full day pour on all the paths of heav'n, 

And light th' Almighty's footſteps in the deep! 160 
How ſhall the blefled day of our diſcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of Fate, 

And ſtraighten its inextricable maze! 

If inextinguiſhable thirſt in man 
To know, how rich, how full, our banquet there 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds; 166 
The world material, lately ſeen in ſhades, 

And in thoſe ſhades by fragments only ſeen, 

And ſcen thoſe fragments by the lab'ring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illuſtrious and entire, 170 
Is ample ſphere, its univerſal frame, 

In full dimenſions, fwells to the ſurvey, 

Aad enters, atone glance, the raviſh'd fight. 
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From ſome ſuperiour point, (where who can tell? 

Suffice it it is a point where gods reſide) 175 

How ſhall the ſtranger man s illumin d eye, 

In the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, 

Bchold an infinite of floating worlds 

Divide the cryſtal waves of ether pure, 

In endleſs voyage without port? The leaſt 180 

Of theſe diſſeminated orbs how great! 

Great as they are, what numbers theſe ſurpaſs, 

Huge as leviathan to that ſmall race, 

Thoſe twinkling multitudes of little life, 

He ſwallows unperceiv'd! Stupendous theſe; 185 

Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the whole? 

As particles, as atoms ill-perceiv'd; 

As circulating globules in our veins; 

So vaſt the plan. Fecundity divine 

E tu brant Source! perhaps I wrong thee ſtill. 190 
If admiration is a ſource of wy, 

What tranſport hence! yet this the leaſt in heav'n. 

What this to that illuſtrious robe He wears, 

Who tofs'd this maſs of wonders from his hand, 

A ſpecimen, an earneſt of his pow's ? 195 

" Vis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 

As the mead's meaneſt flow ret to the fun 

Which gave it birth. But what this fan of heav'n ? 

This blits ſupreme of the ſupremely blett ? 

Death, only death, the queſtion can reſolve. 200 

By death cheap bought th' ideas of our joy; 
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The bare ideas! ſolid happineſs 
So diſtaut from it» ſhadow chas'd below. 

And chaſe we ſtill the phantom thro' the fire, 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death? 205 
And toil we ſtill for ſublunary pay? 

Defy the dangers of the ſield and flood, 

Or, ſpider - like, ſpin out our precious all, 

Our more than vitals ſpin, (if no regard 

To great futurity) in curious webs 210 
Of ſubtle thought and exquiſite defign, 

(Fine network of the brain!) to catch a fly! 

The momentary buz of vain renown ! 

A name | a mortal immortality! 

Or (meaner till!) inſtead of graſping air, 215 
For ſordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? 

Drudge, ſweat, thro' ev'ry ſhame, for ev'ry gain, 
For vile contaminating tralkh ; throw up 

Our hope in keav'n, our dignity with man, 

And deify the dirt matur'd to gold ? 220 
Ambition, Av'rice, the two demons theſe 

Which goad thro' ev'ry flough our human herd, 
Hard-travell'd from the cradle to the grave. 

How low the wretches ſtoop | how ſteep they climb! 
Theſe damons burn mankind, but moſt poſſeſs 225 
Lorenzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies. 

ls it in time to hide eternity? 

And why not in an atom on the ſhore 

To cover ocean? or a mote the fun? | 


166 run COMPLAINT. | 
Glory and wealth! have they this blinding pow's ? 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind? 238 


Would it ſurpriſe thee ? be thou then ſurpris'd; 
Thou neither know ſt: their nature learn from me. 
Mark well, as foreign as theſe ſubje d ſeem, 
What cloſe connexion ties them to my theme. 235 
Firſt, what is true ambition? The purſuit 
Of glory nothing leis than man can ſhare. 
Were they as vain as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of ſelf- applauſe, 
Their arts and conqueſts animals might boaſt, 240 
And claim their laurel crowus as well as we, 
But not celeſtial. Here we ſtand aloue, 
As in our form, diſtin, preeminent ; 
If prone in thought, our ſtature is our ſhame, 
And man ſhould bluſh his forchead meets the ſkies. 
The viſible and preſent are for brutes; 246 
A flender portion, and a narrow bound ! 
Theſe reaſon, with an energy divine, 
O' crleaps, and claims the future and unſeen, 
The vaſt unſeen | the future fathomlefs ! 2'0 
When the great ſoul buoys up to th is high point, 
Leaving grofs Nature's ſediments below, 
Then, and then only, Adam's off-pring quits 
The ſage and hero of the ficlds and woods, 
Aſſerts his rank, and riſes into man. 2*5 
This is ambition; this is human fire. 
Can parts or place (two bold pretenders!) make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng ? 
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Genius and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
Our boaſt but ill deferve : a feeble aid! 
D-4alian engin'ry ! If theſc alone 
Aſfiſt our flight, Fame's flight is Glory's fall. 
He-rt-merit wanting, mount we ne'er ſo high, 
Cur height is but the gibbet of our name. 

A celebrated wretch when | behold, 265 
When [ behold a genius bright and baſe, 
Of tow'ring talcnts and terreſtrial aims, 
Mcthinks | ſee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 
The glorious fragments cf a ſoul unmortal, 
With rubbiſh mix d. and glitt ring in the duſt: 270 
Struck at the ſplendid melancholy fight, 
At once com paſſion (oft, and envy, tiſ 
But wherefore envy ? talents avgei-bright, 
If wanting worth, are ſhining inftruments 
In falſe Ambition's hand, to finiſh faults 275 
Illuftrious, and give lnfamy revown. 
Great ill is an achievement of great pow'rs. 
Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far aſtray. 
Reaſon the means, affe tions chuſe our end. 
Means have no merit, it our end amiſs. 280 
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain. 
What is @ Pelham's head to Pelham's heart ? 
Hearts are proprictors of all applauſe. | 
R ght ends and means make wiſdom, Wordly wiſe 
Is but kalf-witted at its higheſt praiſe. 285 
Let genius, then, deſpair to make thee great, 
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Nor flatter tation. What is ſtation high? 
* Cis a proud mendicant; it boaſts and begs; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 


And oft” the throng denies irs charity. 290 


Monarchs and Miniſters are awful names; 
Whoever wear them challenge our de voir. 
Religion, publick order, both exact 
External homage and a ſupple knee, 
To beings pompouſly fer up, to ſerve 3 
The meaneſt flave ; all more is Merit's due, 
Her facred and inviolable right, 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne er bow but to ſuperiour worth, 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. „ 
Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. 
Let the ſmall ſavage boaſt his ſilver fur, 
His royal robe unborrow d, and unbought, 
His own, deſc: ndiag fairly from his fires; 305 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 
And ſouls in ermin ſcorn a foul without 
Can place or leſſen us or aggrandize? 
Pygmies are pygmics ſtill, tho' perch'd on Alps, 
And pyramids are pyramids in valcs. 305 
Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſclf. 
Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids ; 
Her monuments ſhall laſt when Egypt's fall. 

Of theſe fure truths doſt thou demand the c2uſe 
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The cauſe is log d in immortality. 3105 
Hear, and aſfent. Ihy boſom burns for pow r; 
What ſtation charms ther? 1 U inſtall thee there; 
"Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waſt tomething leſs than man. 
| Has thy new poſt betray d thee into pride? 320 
The being mean which ſtaffs or firings can raiſe : 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkneſs ſoars, 
From blindneſs bold. and tow'ring to the fries. 325 
Tris born of Ignorance, which knows not man: 
An angel ſecond, nor his ſecond long. 
A Nero, quitting his imperial throne, | 
And courting glory from the tinkling ttring, 
© Bur faintly ſhadows an immortal ſoul, 330 [ 
With empirc's ſelf to pride or capture fir'd. | 
I nobler motives miniſter na cure, 
_ Fv'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. | 
Hligh worth is elevated place: 'tis more, 
lt makes the poſt ſtand candidate for thee; 375 
Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeſt man: 
Tho no Exchequer it commands, t is wealth; 
And tho' it wears no tiband, t is renown : 
| Renown that would not quit thee tho difgrac'd, 
Nor leave thee pendant on a maſter's ſmile. 340 
Other ambition Nature interdicts; 
| Nature proclaims it molt allurd in man, 
| Pelunel. P 
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By pointing at his origin and end; 

Milk and a ſwathe, at firſt, his whole demand: 

His whole domain, at laſt, a turf or ſtone; 

To whom, between, a world may ſeem too ſmall. 
Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 

Of juſt ambition, to the grand reſult, 

The curtain's fall; there ſee the buſkin'sd chief 

Uu ſhod behind this momentary ſcene. 350 

R-duc'd to his own ſiature low or high, 

As vice or virtue ſinks him, or fublimes; 

And laugh at this fanraſtick mummery, 

Thi antick preiude of groteſque events, 

Where dwarts are often ſtilted. and betray 355 

A littleneſs of foul by worlds o'crrun, 

And nations laid in blood. Dread ſacrifice 

To Chriſtian pride! which had with horrour ſhock'd 

The darkeſt Pagans, offer'd to their gods. | 
Y thou Moft Chriſtian! enemy to peace! 360 

Again in arme? again provoking Fate? 

That prince, and that alone, is truly great, 

Who draws the ſword reluQant, gladly ſheaths; 

Ou empire builds what empire far outweighs, 

And makes his throne a ſcaffold ta the ſkies. 36g 
Why this ſo rare? becauſe forgot of all 

The day of death. that venerable day 

Which firs as judge; that day which ſhall pronounce 

On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn. 

Lorcnzu ne rer ſhut thy thought againſt it; 370 
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Be levees ne er ſo full, afford it room, 

And give it audience in the cabinet. 

That friend conſulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair if thou art great or mean. 
To dote on aught may leave us, or be left, 378 
Is that ambition? then let flames deſcend, 

Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, 

And learn humiliatiou from a ſoul 

Which boaſts her lineage from ccletial fire. 

Yet theſe are they the world pronounces wife; 3%0 
The world, which cancels Nature's right and wrong, 
Aud caſt; acw wiſdom : en the grave man lends | 
His ſolemn face to countenance the coin. 

Wiſdom for parts is madneſs for the whole. 
This ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leave 385 
To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeit poor. 

The moſt ambitious unambitious, mean, 

In triumph mean, and abject on a throne. 

Nothing can make it leſs than mad iti man 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 399 
And give his foul her full unbounded flight, 
But reaching him who gave her wings to fly. 
| When blind Ambition quite miſtakes her road, 
And dowaward pores for that which ſhines above, 
Sub(tavtial happineſs and true renown, 395 
Then, like an idiot gizing on the brook, 

We Lap at ſtars, and {1ſten in the mud; 

At glory gralp, and fink in inlamy. 
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Ambition! pow'rful ſource of good and ill 
Thy ſtrength in man, like length of wing in birds, 400 | 
When diſengag d from earth, with greater eaſe, | 
And ſwitrer flight, tranſports vs to the ſkies : | 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemit d, 
It turns a curſe; it is our chain and ſcourge, 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 0; 
Cloſe-grated by the fordid bars of ſenſe, 
All profpeRt of eternity ſhut out, 
And but for execution ne'er {+t free. 
With errour in ambition juſtly charg'd, 
V ind we Lorenzo wiſer in his wealth? 410 
What if thy rental I reform, and draw 
An inventory new to fet thee right ? 
Where thy true treaſure ? Gold fays, © Not in me:“ 
And, Not in me,” the Di mond. Gold is poor; 
ladia 's inſolvent: ſet k it in thyſelf ; 415 
Seck ip thy naked ſelf, and find it there; 
In being to deſcended, form d, endow'd; 
Sky born, iky- guided, ſæy- returning race 
„ Erect, immortal, rational, divine 
In ſenſes which inherit earth and heav'ns : 429 
Enjoy the various riches Nature yields; 
Far nobler! give the riches they enjoy; 
Gave taſte to truits, and harmony to groves; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright fire; 
Take in, at once, the landſcape of the world, 423 
A: a {mall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, 
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And half create the wondrous world they ſee. 
Our ſenſes, as our reaſon, are divine. 
But for the magick organ pow'rful charm, 
Earth were a rude uncvlour'd chaos (till. 4:0 
Objects are but th occaſion. ours th exploit; 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 
Which Nature's admurable picture draws, 
And beautiſics creation's ample dome. 
Like Milton's Eve, when g:zing on the lake, 4:5 
Say then, ſhall man, his thoughts all ſent abroad, 
Supcriour wonders in himfrlf forgot. 
His admiration watte on objects round, 
When Heav'n makes him the foul of all he ſees? 440 
Abſurd ! not rare! fo great, fo mean, is man. 

What wealch in ſenſes ſuch as theſe ! what wealth 
In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene 
Than ſeuſe furveys! in Mem'ry's firm record, 
Which, thould it perith, could this world recall 445 
From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming years ! 
In culours freſh, originally bright, 
Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate! 
What wealth in intelle ct. that fov'reign pow'e ! 
Which ſenſe and fancy ſummons to the bar; 4'0 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends; | 
And [rom the waſs thoſe underlings import, 
From their matcrials fafted and reſin'd, 
Aud in ruth's balance accurately werghtd, 
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Forms art and ſcience, government and law, 473 
The ſolid baſis, and the beauteous frame, 

The vitals, and the grace, of civil life! 

And manners (fad exception !) ſct afide, 

Strikes out, with maſter hand, a copy fair 

Long, long ere Chaos teem d, plann'd human bliſs, 
What wealth in fouls that ſoar, dive, range around, 
Diſdaining limit or from place or time, 

And hear, at once, in thought extenſroe, hear 

Thi Almighty Fiat, and the trumpet's found! 463 
Bold on crcation's outfide walk and view 

What was, and is, and more than ere ſhall be; 
Commanding. with omnipotence of thought, 
Creations new in Fancy's field to rife! 

Souls that can graſp whate'er th' Almighty made, 470 
And wander wild thro' things impoſſible 

What wealth in faculties of endlcfs growth, 

In quenchlefs paſſions violent to crave, 

In liberty to chuſe, in pow r to reach, 

And in duration (how thy riches rife !) 475 
Duration to perpetuate—boundlcfs bliſs 

Aft you what pow'r reſides in teeble man 

That bliſs ro gain? Is virtue's then unknown? 
Virtue ! our preſent peace, our future prize, 

Man's uaprecarious, natural eſtate, 4% 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies; 

its tenure ſure, its income is divine, 
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High- built abundance, heap on heap! for what ? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more, 
Then make a richer fcramble for the throng ? 485 
goon as this feeble pulſe, which leaps fo long, 
Almoſt by miracle, is tir'd with play, 

Like rubbiſh, from diſploding engines thrown, 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly; 

Fly diverſe; fly to foreigners, to foes; 499 
New maſters court. and call the former fool, 

(How juſtly !) for dependence on their ſtay. 

Wide ſcatter, firſt, our playthings, then our duſt. 

Poſt court abundance for the fake of peace? 
Learn, and lament thy felf- defeated ſcheme. 495 
Riches enable to be richer ſtill. 

And richer ſtill what mortal can reſiſt ? 

Thus wealth (a cruel taſkmaſter!) enjoins 

New toils, ſucceeding toils, an endleſs train! 

And murders peace, which taught it firſt to ſhine. co 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich, 

Whate proud and painful privilege it is 

At once to bear a double load of wo, 

To fecl the ſtings of envy and of want, 

Outrageous want! both Indies cannot cure. 5cs 

A competence is vital to content; 

Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſeaſe : 

Sick, or incumber d, is our happineſs. 

A corapetence is all we can enjoy. 

O be content, where Heav'n can give no more! 516 
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More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 
Quickens our ſpirit's movement for an hour, 
But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our joys 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. 
Hence difappointment lurks in ev'ry prize, grg 
As bees in flow'rs, and ftings us with ſucceſs. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns, 
Nor knows the wiſc are privy to the lic. 
Much learning ſkews how little murts's know ; 
Much wealth, how little worldlings cau enjoy: 525 
At beft it babies us with endlets toys, 
And keeps us children till we drop to Luſt, 
As monkeys at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 
They fail to find what they ſo plainly fee: 
Thus men, in ſhinivg riches, fee the tace 525 
Of Happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade; 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 
And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent ſtill. 

How few can reſcue opulence from want! 
Who lives to Nature rarely can be poor; 530 
Who lives to fancy never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 
In debt to Fortune, trembles at her power: 
Ihe man of reuſon ſmiles at her and death. 
O what a patrimony this! a being | 535 
Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and majeſty, 
Not worlds poſſeii can raife it; worlds deſtroy'd 
Cang't injure; which holds on its gius:ous code 
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When thine, O Nature ! ends; too bleſt to mourn 

Creations obſequies. What treaſure this 540 

The monarch is a beggar to the man. 
immortal ages paſt, yet nothing gone! 

Morn without eve! a race without a goal! 

Unſhorten'd by progreſſion infinite! 

Futurity for ever future! life 545 

Beginning till where computation ends 

Tis the deſcription of a deity! 

is the deſcription of the meaneſt ſla ve 

The meaneſt ſla ve dares then Lorenzo fcorn ? 

The meaneſt flave thy fov'reign glory ſhares. 330 

Proud Youth ! faſtidious of the lower world! 

Man's lawful pride includes humility ; 

Stoops to the loweſt ; is too great to find 

Inferiours! all immortal] brothers all! | 

Proprietors eternal of thy love. 555 
Immortal! what can ftrike the ſenſe ſo ſtrong, 

As this the foul ? it thunders to the thought, 

Reaſon amazes, gratitude o'erwhelms: 

No more we flumber on the brink of Fate; 

Rous'd at the ſound, th' exulting foul afcends, $60 

And breathes her native heir, an air that feeds 

Ambitions high, and fans cthereal fires; 

Quick kindles all that is divine within us, 

Nor leaves one loit'ring thought beneath the ſtars. 
Has not Lorenzo's boſom caught the flame? 565 

Immortal! were but one immortal, how 
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Would others envy | how would thrones adore! 
Becauſe t is common, is the ble ſling loſt ? 

How this ties up the bounteous hand of Heav'n! 

O vain, v2in, vain, all elfe ! eternity ! 370 
A glorious and a necdful refuge that, 

From: vile impriſonment in abject views. 

'Tis immortality, 't is that alone, 

Amid liſc's pains, abaſements, emptineſs, 


The ſoul can comfort, elevate, and fill: 371 


That only and that amply this performs; 

Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above; 

Their tcrrour thoſe, and theſe their luſtre loſe ; 

Eternity depending covers all; 

Eternity depending all achieves; 430 

Sets earth at diſtance; caſts her into ſhades; 

Blends her diſtinctious; abrogates her pow'rs; 

The low, the lofty, joyous, and ſevere, 

Fortune's dread frowns, and faſcinating ſmiles, 

Make one promiſcuous and negle cted heap, 383 

The man beneath; if I may call him man, 

Whom immortality's full force inſpires. 

Nothing terreſtrial touches his high thought; 

Suns ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, 

By minds quite conicious of their high deſcent, 90 

Their prefent province, and their future prize; 

Divinely darting upward ev'ry wiſh, 

Warm on the wing, in glorious ablence loft ! 
Doubt you this truth? why labours your belief? 
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If earth's whole orb, by ſome due diſtant eye 595 

Were ſcen at once, her tow ring Alps would fiok, 

And levell d Atlas leave an even ſphere. 

Thus carth, and all that carthly minds admire, 

Is ſwallow d iu Etcrnity's vaſt round. 

To that ſtupendous view, when fouls awake, 6co 

do large of lace, fo mountainous to man, 

Tam.'s toys ſubſile, and cqual all below. 
Enthuſiaſtick this? then all are weak 

But rank enthuti»its, Lo this godlike height 

Some fouls kave foar'd, or martyrs ne'er had bled: 

And all may do what has by man been done. 606 

Who, beaten by thete ſublunary ſtorms, 

Boundlets, interminable joys can weigh 

Unraptur'd, uncxalted, unirflam'd ? 

Wharſlave unble i. whofromto-morrow'sdawn6to 

Expects an empire? he forgets his chain, 

Aud, thron'd in thought, his abſent ſceptre waves. 
And what a fceptre waits us! what a throne! 

Her own immenſe appointments to compute, 

Or comprehend her high prerogarives, 675 

In this her dark minority, how toils, 

How vaiuly pants, the human foul divine! 

Too great the bounty feems tor earthly joy: 

What hear: but trembles at lo ſtrange a bluts ? 
In ſpite of all the truths the Muſe has ſung, 620 

Ne'er to be priz'd enough! enough revolv d! 

Ar: there who wrap the world i cloſe about them, 


„ 
180 THE COMPLAINT. 


They ſee no farther than the clouds, and dance 
On heedleſs Vanity's fantaſtick toe, 
Till, tumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, 625 
Headlongtheyplunge, whercend both dance andſong! 
Are there, Lorenzo? is it poſſible? 
Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a foul immortal in their breaſts, 
Uncogſcious as the mountain of its orc, 630 
Or rock of its incſtimable gem ? 
When rocks ſhall melt, and mountains vaniſh, theſe 
Shall know their treaſure; treaſure then no more. 
Are there (ſtill more amazing) who reſiſt 
The riſing thought? who ſmother. in its birth, 63g 
The glorious truth ? who ſtruggle to be brutes? 
Who thro” this boſom- barrier burſt their way, 
And, with revers'd ambition, ſtrive to fink ? 
Who labour downwards thro' th' oppoſing pow'rs 
Of inſlinct, reaſon, and the world again? them, 640 
To diſmal hopes, and ſhciter in the ſhock 
Of endleſs night? night darker than the grave 's ? 
Who fight the proofs of immortality ? 
With horrid zeal, and exccrable arts, 
Work all their engines, level their black fires, 645 
To blot from man this attribute divine, 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wiſe) 
Blaſpbhemers, and rank Atheiſts to themſelves ? 
To contradict them, fee all Nature rifc ! 
What object, what event, the moon beneath, 650 
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But argues, or endears, an after-ſcene ? 

To rraſon proves, ur weds it to deſire? 

All things proclaim it needful ; fome advance 
One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſure. 

A thouſand arguments fwarm round my pen, 645 
From heav'n, and carth, and man. Indulge a few, 

By Nature, as her common habit, worn; 

So preſſing Providence a truth to teach, 

Which truth untaught, all other truchs were vain. 
Thou ! whoſe all-providential eye furveys, 660 
Whoſe hand direfts, whoſe ſpirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond! 

Eternity's Inhabitant auguſt! 

Of two eternities amazing Lord | 
One paſt ere man's or angel's had begun, 665 

Aid ! while I reſcue from the foe's aſſault 

Thy glorious immortality in man; 

A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 

Of moment infinite! but reliſh'd moſt 

By thoſe who love thee moſt, who moſt adore. 675 

Of thee the Great Immutable, to man 

Speaks wiſdom ; is his oracle ſupreme ; 

And he who moſt conſults her is moſt wiſe, 

Lorenzo! to this heav'nly Delphos haſte, 675 

Look Nature thro', t is revolution all: 

All change, no death ; Cay follows night, and night 
i lame J. Q 
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The dying day: ſtars rife, and fet, and riſe : 

Farth takes the example. Sec, the Summer gay, 680 
With her green chaplet and ambrofial flow'rs, 
Droops into pallid Autumn: Winter gray, 

Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits, away, 
Then melts into the fpring : foft Spring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the ſouth, 686 
Recalls the firſt. All, to reflouriſh, fades: 

As in a wheel all ſimks to reaſcend : 

Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. 

Nature revolves. but man advances; both 

Eternal : that a circle, this a line : 

That gravitates, this ſoars. Th' afpiring ſoul, 
Ardent and tremulous, like flame, aſcends, 

Zeal and humility her wings, to heav'n. 695 
The world of matter, with its various forms, 

All dies into new life. Life born from death 

Rolls the vaſt mafs, and ſhall for ever roll. 

No fingle atom, once in being, loſt, 

With change of counſel charges the Moſt High. 7co 
What hence infers Lorenzo? can it be? 

Matter immortal? and ſhall ſpirit die? 

Above the nobler ſhall leſs noble riſe? 

Shall man alone, for whom all elſe revives, 

No reſurrection know ? ſhall man alone, 705 


Imperial man! be ſown in barren ground, 
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Leſs privileg d than grain on which he feeds ? 
Is man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 
The bliſs of being, or, with previous pain, 
Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of fe 710 
Severcly doom d Death's ſingle anredeem'd? 
If Nature's revolucion ſpeaks aloud 
ia her gradation, hear her louder ſtill. 
Look Natnre through, 't is neat gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her ſcale aſcends ! 715 
Each middle nature join d at each extreme, 
To that above it join d, to that beneath, 
Parts into parts reciprocally ſhot, 
Abhor divorce. What love of union reigns! 


Pert 7. 


Here dormant matter waits a call to life ; 720 


Half-life, half-death, join there: here life and ſenſe, 

There ſenſe from reaſon ſteals a glimm'ring ray: 

Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſerv d 

The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 

Of incorporeal life ? thoſe realms of bliſs 725 

Where Death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 

Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earthy part, 

And part ethereal : grant the ſoul of man 

Eternal, or in man the ſeries ends. 

Wide yawns the gap; connexion is no more; 730 

Check'd Reaſon halts; her next ſtep wants ſupport ; 

Striving to climb, the tumbles from her ſcheme, 

A ſcheme Analogy pronounc'd fo true; 

Analogy! man's ſut eſt guide below. 
a. 
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Thus far all Nature calls on thy belief; 735 
And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, 
Falſe atteſtation on all Nature charge, 
Rather than violate his league with Death? 
Renounece his reaſon, rather than renounce 
The duſt belov's, and run the riſk of heav'n? 740 
O what indignity to deathlefs ſouls ! 
What treaſon to the majeſty of man 
Of man immortal! Hear the lofty ſtyle : 
I fo decreed, th Almighty will be done. 
Let earth diſſolve, yon” pond” rous orbs deſcend, 
And grind us into duſt. The foul is ſafe ; 746 
The man emerges; mounts about the wreck, 
As tou ring flame from Nature's fun ral pyre ; 
Oer devaſtation, as a gainer, ſmiles 
** His charter, his inviolable rights, 750 
«« Well-pleas'd to learn from Thunder's impotence, 
*« Death's pointleſs darts, and HelPsdefeated ſtorms.” 
But theſe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo! 
The glories of the world thy ſev'nfold ſhield. 
Other ambition than of crowns in air, 755 
And ſuperlunary felicities, 
Thy boſom warm. I II cool it if I can, 
And turn thoſe glories that enchant againſt thee. 
What ties thee to this life proclaims the next. 
If wiſe, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure. 760 
Come, my Ambitious! let us mount together, 
(To mount Lorenzo never can refuſe) 
And from the clouds, where Pride delights to dwell, 
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Look down on earth. What ſeeſt thou ? wondrous 
Terreſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the ſkies. things! 
What lengths of labour d lands! what loadedſeas! 766 
Loaded by man for pleafure, wealth, or war ! 

His art acknowledge. and promote his ends. 

Nor can th” eternal rocks his will withſtand: 770 
What le ve ll'd mountains! and what lifted vales! 
O'er vales and mountains ſumptuous cities ſwell, 
And gild our landſcape with their glitt'ring ſpires. 
Some mid the wond'ring waves majeſtick rife, 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 775 
Far greater ſtill! (what cannot mortal might?) 

See wide dominions raviſh'd from the deep! 

The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 

Or ſouthward turn, to delicate and grand. 

The finer arts there ripen in the ſun. 780 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 

Aſcend the ſkies! the proud triumphal arch 

Shews us half heav'n beneath its ample bend. 

High thro' mid air here ſtreams are taught to flow; 
Whole rivers there, laid by in baſons, fleep. 785 
Here plains turn oceans; there vaſt oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms channellꝰd deep from ſhore to ſhore, 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 
Where fame and empire wait upon the ſword? 790 
See fieids in blood; hear naval thunders riſe; 
Britannia's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
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How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
Outſpeaks the Deity, and ſaye, O Main! 

Thus far, nor farther; new reſtraints obey.” 
Earth s diſembowel d! meaſur d are the ſkies! 
Stars are deteced in their deep receſs! 

Creation widens! vanquiſh'd Nature yields! 

Her ſecrets are extortcd'! art prevails! goo 
What monument of genius, ſpirit, power! 

And now, Lorenzo! raptur d at this ſcene, 
Whoſe glories render heav'n ſuperfluous! ſay, 
Whoſe footſteps theſe !—Immortals have been here; 
Could leſs than fouls immortal this have done? 805 
Barth 's cover d o'er with proofs of fouls immortal, 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, | confeſs 
Theſe are Ambition's works; and theſe are great: 
But this, the leaſt immortal ſouls can do, 810 
Tranſcend them all. —But what can theſe tranſcend? 
Doſt aſk me what? ons ſigh for the dlilreſt. 
What then for Infidels ? a deeper ſigh. 

*Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man. 

How little they who think aught great below? 815 
All our ambitions death defeats but one, 

And that it crowns. Here ceaſe we; but, ere long, 
More pow'rful proof ſhall take the ficld againſt thee, 
Stronger than death, and ſmiling at che tomb. 819 


End of Night Sexts, 
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